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fV I N D S O R C A S T 1 E, 

a MONUMENT to our late Sovereign King 
CHARLES II. of ever blefled Memory. . 

Dum fuga montis aper, fluvios dum pifcis amabit, 
Dumque thymo pafcentur apes, dum rorc cicads ; 
Semper Honos, Nomenque tuum, Laudefque^ane- 

" bunt. 
Si caniinus fylvas, fylvae (int Confule dignx." ViRG. 



the immortal Fame of our late dread Sovereign 
King C HA 11 L E S lI.,of ever blefled Memory ; 
and to the lacred Majefty of the mod auguft 
and mighty Prince JAMES II. now by the 
Grace of God King of England, Scotland, 
France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, 
&c. this following Poem is in all humility dedi- 
cated by his ever devoted and obedient Subjed 
and Servant, THO. OTWAY,. 



P H O U G H poets immortality may give^ 
^ And Troy does ftili in Homer's numbers liv« t- 
ow dar^ I touch thy praife, thou glorious frame, 
^hich mvft be dcaihlufs as xhy. raifer's name : 

' B a But 



4 O^T WAY'S P O E M Se 

But that I wanting fame am fure of thine 5 

To etq:ni?c thi^ hymble fong of mine ? 

At Icirfk the memory of that more than man. 

From whofe vaft mind thy glories firft began, 

Shall ev*n my mean and worthlefs verie commend, 

For wonders always did his name attend. 10 

Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 

Yetfliall hispraifefor ever live, and laurels from it rife, 

' Great were the toils attending the command 

Of an ungrateful and a ftiff-neck'd land. 

Which, grown too wanton, 'caufe 'twas over-blcft, i j 

Would never give its nurfing fathe reft ; 

But, having Ipoil'd the €dge 6f iil-forg'd law, 

By rods and axes had been kept in awe ,• 

But that his gracious hand the fceptre held. 

In all the arts of mildly gliding fkill'd ; 20 

Who faw thofe engines which unhing'd us move, 

Griev'd at our follies with a father's love, 

Knew th^ vile ways we did t* afflift him take. 

And watch *d what hafte we did to ruin make ; 

Yet when upon its brink we feem*d to ftand, 25 

X.ent to our fuccour a forgiving hand. • 

Though now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies. 

Yet Ihall his praife for ever live, and laurels thence arife. 

Mercy 's indeed the attribute of heaven. 
For gods have power to keep the balance even, 30 

Which if kings loofe, how can they govern well ? 
Me^ fhould pardon, but the fword compel : 
Conpaffid^ '8 el(e a kingdom's greateft harm. 
Its wan&tii eogenders rdbeis till they fwarmi 

And 



WINDSOR CASTLE. ^5 
And round the throne tbemfelves in tumults fpread, 35 
To heave the crown &om a long-fu£ferer*s head. 
: By example this that godlike king once knew^ 
And after, by experience, found too true. 
Under PhililHan lords we long had moura'd. 
When he, bur great Deliverer, return 'd j 40 

But thence the deluge of our tears di^ ceafe. 
The lOyal dove fhew'd us fuch marks of peace : 
And when this land in blood he might have laid. 
Brought balfam /or the wounds ourielves had made. 
Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 45 

Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Then matroifs blefs^d him as he pa(s'd along. 
And triumph echo'd through th enfranchis'd throng : . 
' On his each hand his royal brothers ihone. 
Like two fupporters of Great Britain's throne : 50 
The firft, for deeds of arms, rcnown'd as far # 
As Fame e*er flew to tell great tales of war; 
Of nature generous, and of ftedfaftmind. 
To flattery deaf, but ne'er to merit blind, 
Referv'd ia pleafures, but in dangers bold, 55 

Youthful in a£lions, and in conduft old. 
True to his friends, as watchful o'er his foes^ 
And a juft value upon each beftows ; 
Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend. 
The brave man's patron, and the wrong'd man'r 
friend- 60 

Now juftly feated on th' imperial throne. 
In which high fphere no brighter (tar e'er ihone : 

3 3 Yiitue'f 



6 ' OTWAY'S POEMS. 

Virtue's great pattern, and rebellion's dread, .• 

Long may he live to bruife that ferpent's head. 
Till alj his foes their juft confufion meet, 65 

And growl and pine beneath his mighty feet! 

The fecond, for debates in council fit, 
Of fteady judgment and deep piercing wit ; 
To all the nobleft heights of learning bred. 
Both men and books with curious fearch had read ; 70 
Fathom'd the ancient policies of Greece, 
And having form'd from all one cuiious piece, 
Learnt thence what fprings beft move and guidea ftatc. 
And could with eafe direft the he^y weight. 
But our then angry fate great Glo'fter feiz'd, 75 

And never fince feem'd pcrfetlly appeas'd - 
For, oh ! what pity, people blefs'd as we 
With plenty, peace, and noble liberty, 
Shoi4l fo much of our old diieafe retain. 
To make us furfeit into ilaves again ! 60 

Slaves to thofe tyrant lords whofe yoke we bore. 
And ferv'd fo bafea bondage to before j 
Yet 'rwas our curfe, that bleflings flow'd too fail, 
Or we had appetites too coarfe to tafte. 
Fond Ifradites, ^ur manna to refufe, 85 

And Egypt's loathfome flefh-pots murmuring chufe. 
Great Charles faw this, yet hufh'd his rifing breaft, 
Though much the lion in his bofom preft : 
But he for fway feem'd fo by nature made. 
That his own paflions knew him, and obey'd : ^o 
Matter of them, hcfoften'd his conunand. 
The fword of rule fcarcc thrcaten'd in his hand : 

Stern 



WINDSOR CASTLE, f 

majefty upon his brow might fit, 
niles, (till playing round it, made it fwect : 
sly mix'd, had Nature dar'd t* aflford 95 

:aft perf«6)ion more, h' had been ador'd. 
ful, juft, good-natur'd, liberal, brave, 
, and pleafurc's friend, yet not her flave : 
jaths of life by nobleft methods trod ; 
Drtal mold, but in liis mind a god. 100 

gh now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies, 
all his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife, 
this great mind long he his cares revolv'd, 
long it \v^s ere the great mind refolv'd : 
vearinefs at lafl his thoughts composM; 105 

was the choice, and their debates were clos'd. 
ohi 

ugh all this ifle, where it feems moft defign'd, 
ng fo hard as wifh*d-for peace to iind. 
ilements due order here maintain, 1 10 

pay their tribute in of warmth and rain : 
(hades and (Ireams, rich fertile lands abound, 
r^ture*s boi^pty flows the feafons round. 
I'e, a wretched race of men, -thus bleli, 
> much happinefs (if known, poiTeft) 115 

king every nobleft ufe of life, 
beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender wife, 
he unwholfome, brawling harlot, Strife, 
man in power, by wild ambition led, 
*d all honours on another's head ; ^ 120 

, to fupplant (bme rival, by his pride 
roird that date his wifdom ought to guide. " 

B 4 Tlfe 
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r OT WAY'S POEMS. 

The pricfts, who humble temperance fliould profcfs, ' 

Sought fitken robes and fat voluptuous eaie ; 

Sp, with fmall labours in the vineyard Ihown, ii$ 

Forfook God's harveft to improve their own.. 

That dark aenigma (yet unriddled) Law, 

Inflead of doing right and giving awe, 

Kept open lifts, and at the noify bar, 

Four times a yearproclaim'd a civil war, ij© 

Where daily kinfman, father, fon, and brother. 

Might damn their fouls to ruin one another. 

Hence cavils rofe 'gainft Heaven's and Caefar's caufe. 

From faife religions and corrupted laws j 

Till fo at lail rebellion's bafe was laid, 135 

Ai;d God or king no longer were obey'd. 

But that good angel Ivhofe furmounting power 
Waited great Charles in each emergent hour, 
Againft wbofe care hell vainly did decree, 
l^OF fafter could defign than that forefee, 140 

Guarding the crown upon his facred brow 
From all its blackeft arts, was with him now, 
Aflur'd him peace muft be for liim d^fign'd, 
For he was bom to give it all mankind. 
^y patience, mercies large, and many toils, 145 

In his own realms to calm inteftinc broils. 
Thence every root of difcord to remove. 
And plant us new with unity and love. 
Then ftretch his healing hands to neighbouring Ihores, 
Where (laughter ifegcs, and wild rapine roars ; 150 
To cool their ferments with the charms of peace, 
Who, fq their i^adncfs and tKeir rage might ce^e, 

Grow 



WINDSOR CA9TLE. ,9 
Grew all (eoibnKiiig what fuch freBdfhii> briag^) 
Like us t^ peepl^y and like him thfii kings. 
fu now (alas I) in the fad grave he lies, 155 

Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurek from it ciie» 

For this aiTurance pious thanks he paid ; 
Then in his mind the beauteous model laid 
Of that majeftic pile, where oft, his care 
A-while forgot, he might for eafe repair : |6# 

A ieat for fweet retirement, healthy and love^ 
Britain's Olympus, where, like awful Jove, 
He pleas'd could (k, and his regards belfow 
O^ the vain, bufy, {warming world below, 
j^'en I, the meanefl of thofe humble fwains, 165 

Who fang his. praiies through the fertile plains, 
Once in a happy hour was thither led. 
Curious to &e what Fame fb far had fpread. 
Tliere tell, my Mufe, what wonders tliou didft find. 
Worthy thy fong, and his celeftial mind. 179 

JTwas at that joyful hallowM day's return. 
On which that man of miracles was born. 
At whole great birth appeared a noon-day ftar,. 

Which prodigy foretold yet many more ; 
9id (bange efcapes from dreadful Fate declare, 175 

Nor (hin*d, but for one greater king before* 
Though now (alas !) in the (ad grave he lies, 
Yet (hall his praife forever live, and laurels from it rift^ 

For this grpat day were equal joys prepared, 
7h^ voice of triumph on tbe hills wajs heard ; ^89^ 
•Redoubled flioutings ^vak*d the echo's round. 
And chearf ui bowls with loyal vow« were crowa'dt 

But, 
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But, above all, within thofe lofty towers. 

Where glorious Charles then fpent his happy hours, 

5oy wore a folemn, though a fmiling face; i8$ 

*Twas gay, but yet roajedic, as the place j 

Tell then, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 

Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Within a gate of ftrength, whofc ancient frame 
ttas outworn Time, and the records of Fame, 190 
A reverend * dome there ftands, where twice each day 
Aflembling prophets their devotions pay, 
In prayers and hymns to heaven's eternal king. 
The cornet, flute, and Ihawme, affifting as they fing. 
Here Ifrael's myftic ftatutes they recount, 195 

From the firft tables of the holy mount, 
To the bleft gofpel of that glorious lord, 
Whofe precious death falvation has reftor'd. 
Here fpeak, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 200 

Within this dome a ftiining f chapel *s rais'd, 
Too noble to be well defcrib'd or prais'd. 
Before the door, fix'd in an awe profound, 
I ftood, and gaz'd with pleafing wonder round, 
When one approach'd who bore much fober grace, 205 
Order and ceremony in his face ; 
A threatening rod did his dread right hand poize, 
A badge of rule and terror o'er the boys : 
His left a mafly bunch of keys did fway. 
Ready to open all to all that pay. no 

* St* George's Church. f St. George's Chapel. 
I * This 
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courteous {(|uire, obierving how amaz'd 
yes betxay'd me as they wildly gaz'd^ 

gently ipoke : ** Thofe banners * rais'd on higi 
token noble vows of chivalry j 
hich here their heroes with religion make^ 215 
hen they the enligns of this order take." 

in due method made me underftand 

honour fam'd St. George had done our land ; 

toils he vanquifli'd, with what monfters ftrove ; 
e champions fince for virtue, truth, and love, 220 
here their trophies, while their generous arms 
wrong fupprcft, and innocence from harms. 
.8 m' .amazement yet did greater grow, 
had been told all virtue was but fhow ; 
)ft bold villainy had bed fuccefs, 225 

Its ufe were more, nor merit lefs. 
:re I faw how it rewarded fhin'd. 
n, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 
ly thy fong and Charles's mighty mind. 
rn*d around my eyes, and, lo, a f cell, 230 

melancholy ruin feem'd to. dwell, 
)or unhinged, without or bolt or ward, 

as what lodg'd within found fmall regard* 
•me old den, fcarce fifited by day> 

dark oblivion lurk'd and watch'd for prey. 23 5 

• the Knights of the Garter. 

n old ifle in the church, where the banner of a 

dght is carried, when another fucceeds him. 

Here, 
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Here, in a heap of confus'd wafte, I found 
]^egle6^e4 hatchments tumbled on the ground ; 
The fpoils of Time, and triumph of that fate 
Which equally on all mankind does wait : 
The heio, levelM in his humbk grave, 240 

With other men, was now nor great nor brave j 
Whilc.here his trophies, like their matter, lay, 
To darknefs, worms, and rottennefs, a prey. 
Urg'd by (uch thoughts as guide the truly great, 
Perhaps his fate he did in battle meet ; 245 

Fell in his prince's and his country's caufe ; 
But what his recompence ? A fhort applaufe. 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
Till* foon forgot, another takes his pFace. 
^ And happy that man's chance who falls in time, 250 
Epc yet his virtue be become his crime ; 
Ete his abus'd defert be call'd his pride, 
Of fools and villains on his ruin ride, 
^t truly bleft is he, whofe foul can bear 
The wrongs of fate, nor think them worth his care ; 255. 
Whofe mind no difappointment here can fliake, 
Who ar true eftimate of life does make. 
Knows 'tis uncertain, frail,, ^nd will have end. 
So to that profpeft ftill his thoughts does bend ; 
Who, though his right a ftronger power invade, 260 
Though fate opprefs, and no man give him aid, 
Chcer'd wi^ tU' aflu ranee that he there fhall find 
Reft from all toils, and no rcmorfe of mind ; 
Can Fortune's fmiles defpife, her frowns out-brare-, 
For who *s a prince or beggar in the grave ? 265 

But 
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But if imxxKUtal any thing remain^ 
Rejoice^ my Muie» and drive that end to gain* 
Thou kind diflblver of encroaching care. 
And eafe of every bitter weight I bear> 
Keep from my foul repining, while I iing 270 

The praiic and honour of this glorious king 1 
And farther tell what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his celeflial mind. 

Beyond the Dome a * lofty tower appears. 
Beauteous in flrength, the work of long-paft years, £75 
Old as h;s noble ftem, who there bears fway. 
And, like his loyalty, without decay. 
This goodly ancient frame looks as it flood 
The mother pile, and all the reft her brood* 
So careful watch feems pioufly to keep, 280 

While underneath her wings the mighty deep ; 
And they may reft, fince f Norfolk there commands. 
Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands. 

But now appears the { beauteous {eat of Peace, 
Large of extent, and fit for goodly eafe ; %Z^ 

Where noble order ftrikes the greedy fight 
With wonder, as it fills it with delight; 
The mafty walls ieem, as the womb of earth, 
Shrunk when fuch mighty quarries thence had birth ; 
Or by the Theban founder they'd been raised, 19O 
And in his powerful numbers ihould be pntis'd ; 

♦ The Caftle. f The Duke of Norfolk, Conftablc 
of Wkdfor Caftk. $ The Houie. 

. . • Such 
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Such ftrength without does every where abound, 

Within fuch glory and fuch fplendor's found, • 

As man's united flcill had there combined 

T* exprefs what one great genius had defign'd. 295 

" Thus, when the happy world Auguftus f\vay'J, 

Knowledge was cherilh'd, and improvement made ; 

Learning and arts his empire did adorn, 

Nor did there one negleftcd virtue nK>urn ; 

But, at his call, from fartheft nations came, 300 

Whife the inunoirtal Mnfes gave him fame. 

Though when her far-ftretch*d empire flourirv d mott, 

Rome never yet a work like this could boaft : 

No Caefar e'er like Charles his pomp exprefs'd. 

Nor ever were his nations half {o blcft r 305 

Though now (alas ?) in the fad grave he lies. 

Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

» Here, as all Nature's %vealth to court him preft, 
Seem'd to attend him Plenty, Peace, and Reft. 
Through all the lofty roofs * defcrib'd we find 310 
The toils and triumphs of his god-like mind : 
A theme that might the nobleft fancy warm, 
And only fit for f his who did perfonn. 
The walls adorn'^d with richeft woven gold> 
Equal to what in temples ihin'd of old, 315 

©rac'd well the Ixifti-e of his royal cafe, 
Whofc empire reached throughout the wealthy fcas ; - 

♦ The Paintings done by f The Sicuj? Vcwio, his 
Majcfty's chief Painter.. 

Eafe 
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Eafe which he wifely chofe, when raging arms 
Kept neighbouring nations waking with alarms : 
For when wars troubled her foft fountains there, 320 
She fweird her ftreams, and flow*d-in fader here ; 
With her came Plenty, till our iflc feem'd blcfs'd 
As Canaan's Ihore, where Ifrael's fons found relV. 
Therefore, when cruel ipoilers, who have hurPd 
Wafte and confufioh tlirough the wretched world, 325 
To after-times leave a great hated name, 
The praife of Peace (hall wait on Charles's fame ; 
His country's father, through whofe tender care. 
Like a lull'd babe (he flept, and knew no fear j 
Who, when (h* offended, oft would hide hk eyes, 33a 
Nor (eCf becaufc it griev'd him to chaftize. 
But if fubmiflion lHX>ught her to his feet. 
With what tru^ joy the penitent he *d meet ! 
How would his love (till with his juftice (Irive ! 
How parent-like, how fondly he 'd forgive ! 335 

But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies. 
Yet (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife* 

Since after all thofe toils through which he ftrove 
By every art of moft endearing love,. 
For his reward he had his Britain found, 340' 

The awe and envy of the aation* round. 
Mufe, then fpeak more what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 
Tell now what emulation may infpire, & 

And warm each Briti(h heart with warlike fire j 345 
Call all thy fillers of the facred hill, 
And by the painter's pencil guide my quill ; 
. . Defcribc 
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Defcribe that lofty monumental* hall, 

Where England's triumphs grace die ihining wall, 

When (he led captive kings from conquer'd Cfaul. 

Here when the fon^ of Fame their leader meet, 

And at thtif feafts in pompous order fit. 

When tht glad iparkling bowl infpires the board. 

And high-ilais'd thoughts great tales of war afford. 

Here as a leifoh may their eyes bdK>ld j^^ 

What their viftorious fathers did of old ; 

When their proud neighbours of the Gallic fhore 

Trembled to heat the Englifh lion ro»r. 

Here may they fee how good old f Edward (at, 

And did his :|: glorious fon's arrival wait, 360 

When, from the fields of vanquifh'd France he caxhe. 

Followed by fj^ils, and uflier'd in by Fam^. 

In golden Chains he their qucU'd monarch led. 

Oh, for fuch laurels on another head J 

Utiibird with (loth, nor yet o'ercloyM ^ith peace, j6^ 

We had not then learned the loofe arts of cafe. 

In our own climes our vigorous youth were nurs*d. 

And with no foreign educations curs'd. 

Their northern metal was preferv'd with care. 

Nor fent for foftening into hotter air. 370 

I^or did they *as now from fruitlefs travels come 

With fbllies, vices, and difeafes home ; 

But in full purity of health and mind 

JHfcpt up the noble virtues of their kind. 

* Where St. George's Feaft is kept. 
t Edw. III. X The Black Prince. 

4 Had 



WINDSOR CASTLE. xf 

Had not falfe fenates to thofe ills difpos'd 375 

Which long had England's happinefs oppos'd 
With ftubborn fa6lion and rebellious pride, 
All means to fuch a noble end deny'd. 
To Britain, Charles this glory had reftor^d, 
And thofe revoked nations own'd their lord. 3 80 

But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Ytt (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

And now furvey what *s open to our view. 
Bow down all heads, and pay devotion due. 
The ♦ temple by this hero built behold, 385 

Adom*d with carvings, and overlaid with gold ; 
Whofc radiant roof fuch glory dees difplay, 
W-c think we fee the heaven to which we pray ; 
So well the artift*s hand has' there delin'd 
The merciful redemption of mankind ; 590 

The bright afcenfion of the Son of God, 
When back through yielding Ikies to heaven 1 
With lightning round his head, and thunder ^ 

he trod. J j 

Fhus when to Charles, as Solomon, was given 
Wifdom, the grcateft gift of bounteous heaven j 395 
A houfe like his he buih, and temple rais'd, 
Where his Creator might be fitly prais'd j 
With riches too and honours was he crown*d^ 
Nor, whilft he liv*d, was there one like him found. 
Fherefore what once to IfraeVs lord was faid, 400T 
When Sheba's queen his glorious court furveyM, 

* The Chapel at the end of the halL 

C To 
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To Charles's fame for ever fl\aU remain, 

Who did as wondrous things, who did as greatly reign J 

" Happy were they who could before him ftand, 

** And faw the wifdom of his dread command;" 40$ 

For heaven rcfolvM, that much above the reft 

Of other nations Britain fhould be bleft. 

Found him when banifh'd from his facred right, 

Try'd his great foul, and in it took delight ; 

Then to his throne in triumph did him bring, 410 

Where never lul'd a wifer, jufter king. 

]^ut now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 

Yet IJiall his praife for ever-live, and laurels from it rifc. 

Thus far the painter's hand did guide the Mufe, • 
Now let her lead, nor will he fure refufe. 415 

Two kindred arts they arc, {o near ally'd. 
They oft have by each other been fupply'd. 
Therefore, great man ! when next thy thoughts in- 
cline 
The works of Fame, let this be the dcfign : 
As thou co^ildft beft great Charles's glory fliow, 420 
Shew how he fell, and whence the fetal blow. 

In a large fcene, may give beholders aw€. 
The meeting of a numerous fenate draw ! 
Over their heads a black diftcmper'd Iky, 
And through the air let grinning Furies fly, 415 

Charg'd with commiffions of infernal date, 
1^0 raiie IqU difcort) and inteftine hate ; 
From their foul heai^s let them by handfuls tear 
Th£ uglieft fnakes^ and beft-lov'd favourites there, 

Then 
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Then whirl them (fpouting venom as they fall) 430 
*Mongft the aflembled numbers of the hall ; 
There into murmuring bofoms let them go. 
Till their infedtion to confufion grow ; 
Till fuch bold tumults and difbrders nCCf 
As when the impious fdns of earth aiTail'd the threatened 
flues. 43 S 

But then let mighty Charles at diflance (land. 
His crown upon his head, and fccptre in his hand ; 
To fend abroad his word, or with a frown 
Repel, and dafli th' afpiring rebels down : 
Unable to behold his dreaded ray, 440 

I«t them grow blind, difperfe, and reel away. 
Let the dark fiends the troubled air forfake, 
And all new peaceful order feem to take. 

But, oh, imagine Fate t* have waited long 
An hoiu: like this, and mingled in the throng, 445 
Rous'd with thofe furies from her feat below, 
T* have watch*d her only time to give the blow : 
When cruel cares, by faithlefs fubjefls bred, 
Too clofely prefs'd his facred peaceful head ; 
With them t' have pointed her deilroying dart, 450 
^nd through the brain found pafTagc to the heart. 
Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven bellow 
On thofe curs'd heads to whom this lofs we owe ! 
On all who Charles's heart affliftion gave. 
And fent him to the forrows of the grave ! 455 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
The iaddeft fcenes that weeping eyes e'er faw ,• 

C z How 
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How on his royal bed that woeful day 

The much-lamented mighty monarch lay j 

Great in his fate, and ev*n o*er that a king, 460 

No terror could the Lord of Terrors bring. 

Through many fteady and well-manag'd years 

He *d arm'd his mind 'gainft all thofc little fears. 

Which common mortals want the power to hide. 

When their mean fouls and valued clay divide. 46} 

He *d ftudy'd well the worth of life, and knew 

Its troubles many, and its bleilings few : 

Therefore unmov'd did Death's approaches fee. 

And grew familiar with his deftiny; 

Like an acquaintance entertained his fate, 479 

Who, as it knew him, feem*d content to wait. 

Not as his gaoler, but his friendly guide. 

While he for his great journey did provide. 

Oh couldfl thou exprefs the yearnings of his mind 
To his poor mourning people left behind ! 475 

But that I fear will ev'n thy (kill deceive. 
None but a foul like his fuch goodnefs could conceive. 
For though a ftubbom race deferving ill. 
Yet would he ihew himfelf a father ftill. 
Therefore he chofe for that peculiar care, 489 

His crown's, his virtue's, and his mercy's heir. 
Great James, who to his throne does now fucceed. 
And charg'd him tenderly his flocks to feed ; 
To guide them too, too apt to run aftray. 
And keep the foxes and the wolves away. 4)5 

Here, painter, if thou canA, thy art improre. 
And ihew the wonders of fratenxai love | 

6 Kow 
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/ mourning James by fading Charles did Hand, 
dying grafping the furviving hand ; 
r round each other's necks their arms they caft, 49* 
in'd with endearing murmurings, and embraced 1 
I of .their parting pangs fuch marks did give, 
as hard to guefs which yet could longed live. 
I their fad tongues quite loft the power to fpcak, 
I their kind hearts feem'd both prepar*d to break. 49 5 
ere let thy curious pencil next difplay, 

V round his bed a beauteous offspring lay, 
h their great father's biefling to be crownM, 
B young fierce lions ftretchM upon the ground, 
I in majeftic filent forrow drowned. 5 00 J 
"his done, fuppofe the ghaftly minute nigh, 

1 paint the griefs of the fad ftanders-by ; 
unweary'd reverend father's pious care, 
ring (as oft as tears could ftop) a prayer, 
cindred nobles draw a fbrrowing train, 50$ 

ofe looks may fpeak how much they fhar'd his pain ; 

V from each groan of his, deriving fmart, 
1 fetch'd another from a tortur'd heart, 
igled with thefe, his faithful fervants place, 

h different lines of woe in every face ; 5 10 

h downcaft heads, Avoln breafts, and dreaming eyes, 

l^dghs that mount in vain the unrelenting ikies. 

ut yet there dill remains a talk behind, 

vhich thy readied art may labour find. 

lidance let the mourning queen appear, 51$ 

t where l^d news too foon may reach her ear ; ) 

C s Dcfcribe 
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Defcribe her proftrate to the throne abovc^ 
Pleading with prayer the tender caufe of love : 
Shew troc^s of angels hovering from the Iky 
(Fo): they, whene'er fhe call'd, were always nigh) ; 510 
Let then> attend her cries and hear her moan, 
With looks of beauteous fadnefs like her own, 
Becaufe they know her lord's great doom is feal^d, 
And caitiaDt (though Ihe alks it) be repealed. 

By this time think the work of Fate is done, 525 
So any farther fad defcription ihun. 
Sh^w him not pale and breathlefs on his bed^ 
'Twould make all gazers on thy art fall dead ; 
Ai\d thou thyfelf to fuch a fcene of woe 
Add a new piece, and thy own ftatue grow. 530 

Wipe therefore* all thy pencils, and prepare 
To draw a profpetl: now of clearer air. 
Paint in an eaftcm (ky new dawning day, 
And there the embrj'os of time difplay j 
The forms of many fmiling years to come, 53$ 

Juft ripe for birth, and labouring from their womb j • 
Each ftruggling which fhall elderiliip obtain, 
To be firft grac'd with mighty James's reign. 
Let the dread monarch on his throne appear, 
P^atie too the charming partner of it there. 540 

O'er his their wings let Fame and Triumph fpready 
And foft-ey'd Cupids hover o'er her head j 
In his, paint fmiling, yet majeftic grace. 
But all the wealth of beauty in her face. 
Then from the different corners of the earth 545 

Defcribe applauding nations coming forth, 

J Homage 
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Homage to pay, or humble peace to gain, 
And own aufpicious omens from his reign. 
Set at long diftance his contra6led foes 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppofc j 550 
Draw Ihamc or mean dfcf^ah- ift dl their eyes, 
And terror lell th' avenging hand (hould rife. 
But where his fmiles extend, draw beauteous peace,. 
The poor man's chcarful toils, the rich man's cafe ; 
Here, fhephcrds piping to their feeding flieep, err 

Or ftrctchM at length in their warm huts afleep j 
There jolly hinds fprcad throtigti the fultry fields j 
Reaping fuch liarvefls as their tillage yields ; 
, Or ihcltcr'd from the fcoTchings of the fun. 
Their labours ended, and fdjpaft begun j c6a 

Rang*dJon green bank^, \<'hidi' they thcmfclves did raifc. 
Singing their own content, and ruler's praife. . 
Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, and bowers. 
Where Contemplation bcff may pafs her hours : 
FillM with chafte lovers pHghtirig conllant hearts, 565 
Rejoicing Miifcs, and cncoufag'd Arts. 
Draw every thing like this that thouglit can frame, 
Beft fuiting with tliy theme, great James's fame. 
Known for the man who from his youthful yeari,. 
By mighty deeds has earn'd the crov»^n he wears ; 1570 
Whofe conquering arm far-envy'd wonders wrou^^ht, 
When an ungrateful people's caufe lie fought ; 
When for their rights he his brave fvvord employ'd. 
Who in return would have his ^glits deftroy'd : 
Rut heaven fuch injur'd merit did regard 5-* 

(As heaven in time true virtue will reward) j 

C 4 • Fq 
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So to a throne by Providence he rofe, 

And all who e'er were his, were Providence's foes, 

THE ENCHATJTMENT, 



ID ID but look and love a- while, 
*Twas but for one half-hour j 
Then to refill I had no will 
And now I have no power* 
II. 
To figh, and wifh, is all .my eafej 

Sighs, which do heat^part. 
Enough to melt the coloeft ice. 
Yet cannot warm your heart. 
III. 
O ! would your pity give my heart 

One comer of your brcaft, 
*Twould learn of yours the winning art, 
And quickly ileal the refl. 



THE 



THE 
POET'S COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE: 

o R, 

A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS. 

** Si quid habent veri vatum praefagia, vivam.*' 

To the Right Honourable Thomas Earl of 
Os 8 o R Y, Baron of Moor Park, Knight of the 
moft Noble Order of me Garter, &c. 



MY LORD, 

HP HOUGH never any man had more need of excufe 
•*- for a prefumption of this nature than I have now ; 
yet, when I have laid out every way to find one, your 
lord(hip*s goodnefs muft be my bed refuge : and there- 
fore I humbly cafl this at your feet for proteflion, and 
myfelf for pardon. 

My Lord, I have great need of prote£lion ; for to 
the beft of my heart I have here publiihed in fome 
meafure the truth, and I would have it thought honefUy 
too (a pra£^ice never more out of countenance than 
now) : yet truth and honour are things which your lord- 
ihip muft needs be kind to, becaufe they are relations 
to your Aatvrey and Acver left you« 

•Twould 
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'Twould be a fecond prefumption in me to pretend 
in this a panegyric on your lordfhip ; for it would re- 
quire more art to do your virtue juftice, tlian to flatter 
any other man. 

If I have ventured at a hint of the prefent fufferings 
of that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this 
paper, with favour from your lordlhip I hope to add a 
fecond part, and do all thofe great and good men 
juftice, that have in his calamities Ituck fall to fo 
gallant a friend and fo good a mafter. To write and 
finifh which great fubje£l faithfully, and to be honoured 
with your lordfhip's patronage in what I may do, and 
your approbation, or at leaft pardon, in what I have 
done, ^vill be the greateft pride of. 
My Lord, 
Your mofl humble admirer and fervant, 

Thomas Otway* 

O D E. 

T^'O a high hill where never yet ftood tree, 
•*- Where only heath, coarfe fern, and furzes grow,. 

Where (nipt by piercing air) 
The flocks in tatter'd fleeces hardly gaze. 

Led by uncouth thoughts and care. 
Which did too much his penfivc mind amaze, 
A wandering bard, whofe Mufe was crazy grown, % 
Cloy'd with the naufeous follies of the buzzing town, S 
Came, looked abouthim, %h'd, and laid him down ; J- 

'Twas 
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*Twas far from any path, but where the earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth. 

When by the word it firft was madte. 
Ere God had faid, 
Let grafs and herbs and every green thing grow,. 
Widi fruitful trees after their kind, and it was fo. 
The whittling winds blew fiercely round his head,. 
Cold was his lodging, hard his bed j 
Aloft his eyes on the wide heavens he caft, 
Where we are told Peace only 's found at laft : 
And as he did its hopelefs diftance fee, 
Sigh'd deep, and cry'd, How far is Peace from me I 

II. 

Nor ended there his moan r 
The diftance of his future joy 
Had been enough to give him pain alone ; 

But who can undergo 
Deipair of eafe to come, with weight of prefent woe ? 

Down his afflifted face 
The trickling tears had ftream'd fo faft a pace. 
As left a path worn by their briny race. 

Swoln was his breaft with fighs, his well* 

proportioned limbs as ufelefs fell, 
Whilft the poor trunk (unable to fuftain 
Itfelf) lay rackt, and ihaking with its pain» 
I heard his groans as I was walking by, 
And (urg'd by pity) went afide, to fee 

What the fad caufe could be 
Had prefs'd his flate fo low; and niis'd his plamts ib higlu 

On 
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On mc he fixt his eyes. I crav*d. 
Why fo forlorn ? he vainly ravM. 
Peace to his mind I did commend : "1 
But, oh ! my words were hardly at an end, V 

When I perceiv'd it was my friend, J 
My much-lov'd friend ; fo down I fat, 
And begg'd that I might fhare his fate i 
I laid my cheek to his, when with a gale 
Of iighs he eas'd his hreaft, and thus began his tale : 

III. 
I am a wretch of honeft race ; 
My parents not obfcure, nor high in titles were. 
They left me heir to no difgrace. 
My father was (a thing now rare) 
Loyal and brave, my mother chafle and fair : 
The pledge of marriage-vows was only I ; 
Alone I liv*d their much-lov*d fondled boy : 
They gave me generous education, high 
They drove to raife my mind, and with it grew their joy. 
The fages that inflrudled me in arts. 

And knowledge, oft would praife my parts. 
And chear my parents longing hearts. 

When I was call*d to a difpute. 
My fellow-pupils oft flood mute ; 
Yet never Envy did disjoin 
Their hearts from me, nor Pride diftempcr mine. 
Thus my firll years in happinefs I paft. 

Nor any bitter cup did taftc : 
Put, oh ! a deadly potion came at laft. 

At 
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As I lay loofely on my bed, 
. Athoufand pleafant thoughts triumphing in my head. 
And at my fenfe on the rich banquet fed, 
A voice (it feera'd no more, fo bufy I 
Was with myfelf, I faw not who was nigh) 
Pierc'd throughipay ears ; A rife, thy good Senander*s dead. 
It (hook my brain, and fram their feall my frighted 
fenfes fled. 

IV. 
From thence i&d difcontent, uneafy fears. 
And anxious doubts of what I had to do. 
Grew with fucceeding years. 
The world was wide, but whither ihould I go ? 
I, whofe blooming hopes all wither'd were. 
Who 'd little fortune, and a deal of care ? 
To Britain's great metropolis I ftray*d. 

Where Fortune's general game is play 'd| 
Where honefty and wit are often prais'd. 
But fools and knaves are fortunate and rais'd ; 
My forward fpirit prompted me to find 

A converfe equal to my mind : 
But by raw judgment eafily milled, 
(As giddy callow boys 
Are very fond of toys) 
I mifs^d the brave and wife, and in their ftead 
On every fort of vanity I fed. 
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating fook. 
Bullies of o'er-grown bulks and little fouls, 
Gamefiers, half-wits, and fpendthrifts (fuch as think 
Mifchievous midnight frolics, bred by drink 

Are 
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Are gallantry and wit^ 
Becaufe to their lewd underflandings fit) 
Were tbofe wherewith two years at Icaft I /pent. 
To all their fulfome follies mod incooigihly hent; 
Till at the h£t, myfelf more to ahufe, 
I grew in love with a deceitful Mufe. 



No fair deceiver ever us'd fuch charms^ 
T' enfnais a tender youth, and win his heart : 
Or, when fhe had him in her arms. 
Secured his love with greater art. 
1 fency'd, or I dream'd (as poets always do) 
No beauty with my Mufe*s might compare. 
Lofty fhe feem'd, and on her front fat a majeftic air, 
Awful, yet kind ; fevere, yet fair. 
Upon her head a crown flie bore 
Of laurel, which fhe told me ihould be mine : 
And round her ivory neck fhe wore 
A rope of largeft pearL Each part of her did fliine 
With jewels and with gold, 
Numberlefs to be told j 
Which in imagination as I did behold, 

And lov'd, and wonder'd more and more, 
Said (he, Theie riches all, my darling, ihall be thine, 

Riches which never poet had before. 
She promised me to raife my fortune and my name. 
By royal fovour, and by endlefs fame ; 
But never told 
How hard they were to get^ how difficult to hold. 

Thus 
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Thus by the arts of this moft fly 
Deluder was I caught, 
To her bewitching bondage brought. 
Eternal conftancy we fvore, 

A thoufand times our vows were doubled o'er ? 

And as wc did in our entrancements lie, 

I thought no pleafure e'er was wrong 

Ko pair Co happy as my Mufe and '. 
VI. 
Ne'er was young lover half fo fond 
When firft his pufillage he loft, 
Or could of half my pleafure boaft. 
We never met but wc enjoy'd. 
Still tranfported, never cloyM. 
Chambers, clofets, fields, and groves* » 
Bore witncfs of our daily loves ; 
Arid on the bark of every tree 

You might the marks of our endearments fee. 
Qiflichs, pofies, and the pointed bits 

Of iatire (written when a poet meets 

His Mufe's caterwauling fits) 

You might -on every rhind behold, and fwear 

I and my Clio had been at it there. 

Nay, by my Mufe too I was bleft 
With offsprings of the choiceft kinds. 
Such as have pleas'd the nobleft mind^* 

y&od been approved by judgments of the befl« 

But ia this moft traniporting height, 
Wbenc^Ilook'ddQwi^aiidlau^tatf&tef 

AU 
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All of a fudden I 'was altered grown ; 
I round me looked, and found myfelf alone 
My faithlefs Mufe, my faihlcfs Mufe, was gone 

I try*d if I a verfe could frame : 
Oft I in vain invok'd my Clio's name. 

The more I ftrove, the more I fail'd 
I chaPdy I bit my pen, curft my dull fkull, and rai 
Refolv'd to force m* untoward thought, and at the 
prevail'd. 

A line came forth, but fuch a one. 
No travailing matron in her child-birth pains, 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a Ton, 
Was more aftonifh'd at th* unlook'd-for fhape 
Of fome deformed baboon, or ape. 
Than I wjis at the hideous ilTue of my brains. 

I tore my paper, (tabbed my pen. 
And fwore I *d never write again, 
Refolv'd to be a doating fool no more. 
But when my reckoning I began to make, 
I found too long I *d flept, and was too late awak«; 
I found m' ungrateful Mufe, for whofe falfe fake 
I did myfelf undo, 
Had robb'd me of my deareft ftore. 
My precious time, my friends, and reputation too ; 
And left me helplefs, friendlefs, very proud, and poor, 

VII. 
Reafon, which in bafe bonds my folly had enthrall' d^ 
I ftraight to council call'd ; 
Like fome old faithful friendi whom long ago 
I had caihier'd, to pleafe my flattering fair* 

To 
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To me with readinefs he did repair ; 
Exprefs'd much tender chearfuhiefsy to find 
Expeiienoe had reftor'd him to my mind ; 

And loyally did to me ihow, 
How mnch himfelf he did abufe. 
Who credited a flattering, fialie, deibru^vey treacherous 
Mufe. 
I aflc'd the cauies why. He (aid, 
'Twas never known a Mufe e'er fiaid 
When Fortune fled ; for Fortune is a bawd 
To all the Nine that on P&maiTus dwell, 
Where thofe fo fam'd delightful fountains fwcll 
Of poetry, vrbich there does ever flow ; 

And where wit's lufly, fhming god 
Keeps his choice (eraglio. 
So whilil our fortune fmiles, our thoughts aipirc, 
Pleafure and fame 's our bufinefs, and defire. 
Then, too, if we find 
A promptnefs in the mind, 
The Muie is always ready, always kind. 
But if th' old harlot. Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all our pleafure and rich fancy < 
And then th' young, flippery jilt, the Mufe, 
us flies. 

VIII. 
To the whole tale I gave attention due ; 
And at right iearch into myielf I made, 
I found all he had iaid 
Was very honefl, very true. 

D • O how 
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O how I hugg'd my welcome friend ! 
And touch my Mufe I could not difcommend ! 
For I ne'er liv'd in Fortune's grace, 
She always turn'd her back, and fled from me apace 
And never once vouchfaf 'd to let me fee her face. 
Then, to confirm me more. 
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes 
• See here, my fon, (faid he) the valued prize ; 
^hy fulfome Mufe. behold, be happy, and be wife, 
I looKd, and faw ^he rampant, tawdry quean, 

With a more horrid train 
Than ever yet to fatire Lent a tale, 

Or haunted Chlons in the malL 
' The fitft was he who ilunk of that rank verfe 

In which he wrote his Sodom Farce j 
^ w]:etch whom old difeafes xlid fo bite. 

That he vwit bawdry fure in fpite, 
To ruin and difgrace it quite. 
Philofophers of old did fo exprefs 
Their art, and ihew'd it in their naftinefs. 

Next him appear'd that blundering lot. 
Who a late Seiiion of the Poets wrote. 
NatUK: has mark'd him for a heavy fool j 

By 's flat broad face you'll know the owl. 
The other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night. 
And only in the dark he fbays 4 
Still wretch enough to live, with worfe fools fpends 
hi5 days, 
And for old Ihoes and fisraps repeats dull plays 

Then 
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Then next there foUow'd, to make up the throng. 
Lord Lampoon and Monfieur Song, 
Who fought her love, and promised for*t 
To make her famous at the court. 
The City Poet too was there. 
In a black fatin cap and his own hair, 

And begg'd that he might have the honour 
To beget a pageant on her • 

For the city's next lord-mayor. 
Her favours ihe to none deny'd : 
They took her all by turns afide. 
Till at the laft up in the rear there came 
The Poets' fcandal, and the Mufes' fhame, 
A beafl of monlbrous guife, and Libel was his name- 
But let me pauie, for 'twill aik time to tell 
How he was bom, how bred and where, and where he 
now does dwell. 

IX. 
He paus'd, and thus rcnew*d his tale. 
Down in an obfcure vale, 
'Mldfl fogs and fens, whence mills and vapours rife, 
Where never fun was feen by eyes. 
Under a deiert wood, 
Which no man own'd, but all wild beafts were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far forag'd fed, 
An ill-pil'd cottage ftood. 
Built of men's bones flaughter'd in civil war. 
By magic art brought thither from afar, 

There liv'd a widow'd witcli^ 

V % That 
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That us^d to mumble cuiies eve and morn. 

Like one whom wants and care had worn j 
Meagre her looks, and funk her eyes. 
Yet mifchiefs iludy'd» difcords did devife. 
Sh' appeared humble, but it was her pride : 
Slow in her fpeech, in iemblance fan£lify'd. 
StHl when ihe fpoke (he meant another way ; 

And when fhe curs'd, fhe fecm'd to pray. 
Her hellifli charms had all a holy drefs, 

And bore the name of godlinefs, 
All her familiars feem'd the fons of Peace. 

Honeft habits they all wore, 
In outward fhbw moft lamb-like and divine : 
But inward of all vices they had ftore, 
Greedy as solves, and fenfual too as fvvine. 
Like her, the facred fcriptures they had all by heart, 
Mofl eafily could quote, and turn ro any part. 
Backward repeat it all, as witches their prayers do. 
And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with her was held impure, 
Bccaufe, befides herfelf, no idol fhe 'd endure. 

Though not to paint, flie *d arts to change the face, 

And alter it in heavenly falhion. 
Lewd whining (he defined a mark of grace. 
And making ugly faces was mortification. 

Her late dead pander was of well-known fame. 
Old Preibyter Rebellion was his name : 
She a fwom foe to king, his peace, and laws. 
So will be ever, and was calPd (blefs us !) the good old 
cauie. 

X. A 
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X. 

A time there was (a (ad one too) 
When all things wore the face of woe^ 
When many horrors rag'd in this our land. 
And a delboying angel was fent down. 
To fcourge the pride of this rebellious town. 
He came, and o'er all Britain ftretch'd his conquering 
hand : • 

Till in th' untrodden ftreets unwholfome grafs 

Grew of great ftalk, its colour grofs. 
And melancholic poilbnous green ; 
Like thoie coarfe iickly weeds on an old dunghill feen. 
Where fome murrain-murther'd hog, 
Poifon'd cat, or ftranglcd dog, 
In rottenncfs had long unbury'd laid, 

And the cold foil produ6live made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air. 
And by their cries bade us for graves prepare } 
And, as our dcftiny they feem'd t* unfold, 
Dropt dead of the fame fate they had foretold. 
That dire commiflion ended, down there came 
Another angel with a (word of flame : 
Dcfolation foon he made, 
And our ntw Sodom low in aflics laid. 
Di(lra6lion8 and didruils ^en did amongil us rife. 
When, in her pious old difguife, 
This witch with all her mifchicf-raaking train 
Began to ihew herfelf again. 
The fons of Old Rebellion ftraight Ihe fummon*d all i 
Straight tbxy were ready at her call : 

D 3 Once 
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Once more th' old bait before their eyes (he caft. 

That and her love they long'd to talle j 
And to her luil fhe drew them all at lalt. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
Was led attray, and had pollution with his father *s whore. 
XI. 
The better to conceal her lewd intent 

In fafety from obferving eyes, 
Th' old ftrumpet did herfelf difguifc 
In comely weeds, and to tlie city went, 
Affe£i:ed truth, much modefly and grace. 
And (like a wom-out-fuburb-trull) paft there for a 
new face. 
Thither all her lovers flock *d, 
And there for her fupport Ihe found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much does found, 
With all ingredients for his bufinefs ftock'd. 
Not unlike him whofe ftory has a place 

In th' annals of Sir Hudibras. 
Of all her bufinefs he took care,. 
And every knave or fool that to her did repair^ 
Had by him admittance there. 
By his contrivance to her did refort 
All who had been difgufted at the court. 

Thofc whofe ambition had been croft. 
Or by ill-manners had preferments loll, 
Were thofe on whom fhe pra£lis'd moft her charms. 
Lay neareil to her heart, and oft&ncft in her arms. 
Intereft in every fa6lion, every feft, fhe fought ; 
And to her lure, flattering their hopes, fhe brought 

All 
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AH thofe who ufc religion for a falhion. 

All fuch as pra£life forms, and take great pains 

To make their godlinefs their gains. 
And thrive by the diftra6lions of a nation. 
She by her art cnfnar'd, and fetter'd in her chains. 
Through her the Atheift hop'd to purchafe toleration. 
The rebel power, the beggar'd fpend-thrift lands, 
Out of the king's or bifhops' hands. 
Nay, to her fide at laft flie drew in all the rude, 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude r 
Promised ftrange liberties, and fure redrefs 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances ; 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulg'd their hopes, 
With May-day routs, November fquibs, and burning 
pailcbcard popes. 

XII. 
With her in common luft did mingle all the crew,. 
Till at the laft fhe pregnant grew. 
And' from her womb, in little time, broueht forth- 
This monftrous, mod detefted biith. 
Of children born with teeth we 'vc heard. 
And fome like comets with a beard-,- 
Which feem'd to be fore-runners of dire change ; 

But never hitherto was fcen. 
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch qucan^ 
A form like this, fo hideous and fo ftrange. 
• To help whofe modicr in her pains, there came- 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrify was tlicre. 
And madam Impudence tlicfah': 

D 4 Da*'«e 
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Dame Scandal with her fquinting eyes, 
ThsEt loves to fet good neighbours at debate, 
And railc commotions in a jealous (bte. 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-fpread lies. 
With all their train of frauds and forgeries. 
But midwife Mutiny, that bufy drab, 

That *s always talking, always loud, 
Was fhe that firft took up the babe. 
And of the ofHce moil was proud. 
Behold its head of horrid form appears : 
To fpite the pillory, it had no ears. 
When ftraight the bawd cry'd out, 'twas furely kin 

To the bleft family of Pryn. 
But Scandal ofier'd to depofe her word. 

Or oath, the father was a lord. 
The nofe was ugly, long, and big, 
Broad, and fnouty like a pig ; 
Which ihew'd he would in dunghills love to < 
Lov*d to call (linking fatires up in ill-pil'd rhymes. 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times. 
XIII. 
They promised all by turns to take him. 

And a hopeful youth to make him* 
To nurfe he ftraight was ient 
To a fifter- witch, though of another fort. 
One who profeft no good, nor any meant : 
All day (he pra£lis*d charms, by night (he hardly flcpt. 
Yet in the outcafts of a northern fa£lious town, 
A little fmoaky manfion of her own. 
Where her familiars to her did refort, 
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A cell (he kept. 
. Hell (he ador'd, and Satan was her god ; 

And many an ugly loathfome toad 
Crawl'd round her walls, and croak'd. 
Under her roof all difmal, black, and fxnoak'd, 

Haibour'd beetles, and unwholfome bats^ 
Sprawling nefts of little cats ; 
All which were imps (he cheri(h*d with her blood. 
To make her fpells fucceed and good. 
Still at her (hrivePd breads they hung, whene'er man- 
kind (he curft, 
And with the(e fofter-brethren was our monfter nurft. 
In little time the helUbred brat 

Grew plump and fat. 
Without his leading-firings could walk. 
And (as the forcerefs taught him) talk. 
At feven years old he went to fchool. 
Where firft he grew a foe to rule. 
Never would he learn as taught. 
But (till new ways afi*e£led, and new methods fought. 
Not that he wanted parts 
T' improve in letters, and proceed in arts| 
But, as negligent as ily, 
Of all perverfenefs brutifhly was full, 
(By nature idle) lov'd to (hift and lie. 

And was obdinately dull. 
Till, rpite of Nature, through great pains, the fot 
(And th' influence of th' ill genius of our land) 
At laft in part began to underlbind. 
Some in(ight in the Latin tongue he got ; . 

Could 
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Could finatter pretty well, and write too a plain hand. 
For which his guardians all thought fft, 
In compliment to his moft hopeful wit, 

He fhould be fent to learn the laws, 
And out of the good old to raife a damn'd' new caufe, 
XIV. 
In which the better to improve his mind, 
As by Nature he was bent 
To fearch in hidden paths, and things long bury'd find, 
A wretch's converic much he did frequent : 
One who this world, as that did him, difown'd. 
And in an unfrequented corner, where 
Nothing was pleafant, hardly healthful found, 

He led his hated life. 
Needy, and ev'n of neceflaries bare. 
No fervant had he, children, friend, or wife ; 
But of a- little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns he Ibv'd, all good dctefted, and bc- 
liev'd no God) 
Thrice in a week he chang'd a hoarded groat, "^ 
With which of beggars fcraps he bought. I 
Then from a neighbouring fountain water got, J 
Not to be clean, but (lake his thirft. 
He never bleft himfelf, and all things elfe he curfl. 
The cell in which he (though but fcldom) flept, 

Lay like a den, uncleans'd, unfwep 
And there thofe jewels which he lov'd he kept ; 
Old worn-out ftatutes, and records 
Of common privileges, and the rights of lords. 
But bound up by themftlves with care were laid 

All 
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All theafts, rcfolves, and orders, made 
By the old long Rump-parliament, 
Through all the changes of its government : 
From which with readinefs he could debate 
Concerning matters of the ftate, 
All down from goodly forty-one to horrid forty-eight 
XV. 

His friendfhip much our monfter fought 
By inftinft, and by inclination too ; 
So without much ado 
They were together brought. 
To him obedience Libel fworc^ and by him was he 
taught. 
He learnt of him all goodncfs to dcteft ; 

To be afham'd of no difgracc ; 
In all things but obedience to be beaft j 
To hide a coward's heart, and (hew a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog. 

But to bear beatings like a dog r 
T* have no religion, honcfly, or fenfe, 
But to profefs them all for a pretence. 

Fraught with thefe morals, he began 
To compleat him more for man : 
Diftinguifh'd to him in an hour 
*Twixt Icgiflative and judicial power ; 

How to frame a commonwealth. 
And democracy, by Health j 
To palliate it at firft, and cry 
'Twas but a well-mixt monarchy, 
AiA XxtaSon Jalus populi I 

Into 
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Into rebellion to divide the nation. 
By fair committees of aiTociation ; 

How by a lawful means to bring 
In arms againft himfelf the king. 
With a diftinguifliing old trick, 
*Twixt perfons natural and politic ; 

How to make faithful fervants traitors 
Thorough-pac*d rebels legiflators, 
And at laft troopers adjutators. 
Thus well inform'd, and furnifli'd with enough 
Of fuch-like wordy, canting ftuff, 
Our blade fet forth, and quickly grew 
A leader in a faftious crew, 
\Vhere-e'er he came, 'twas he firft filence broke. 
And fwell'd with every word he fpoke. 

By which becoming fancy grace, 
He gain'd authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit. 
For talking trcafbn without fear or wit ; 

For opening failings in the ftate ; <^ 

For loving noify and unfound debate, I 

And wearing of a myftical green ribband in his hat. J 
XVL 
Thus, like Alcides in his lion's Ikin, 

He very dreadful "grew. 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in. 

And th* hero to his diftaff drew. 
His foes that found him faw he was but man : 
So when my faithlefs Clio by her fnarc 
Had brought him to her arms, and I furpriz'd him there, 
At once to hate and fcom him I began ; 

To 
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To ftt how fool'iihly flsc'd dni^ 
And for diveriioa tiick'd the beall. 
He was poetry all o'er. 
On erery (kle, befaindy before « 
About him nothing could I fee 
But party-colour'd poetry. 
Painter's advices, litanies. 

Ballads, and all the fpurious excefs 

Of ills that inalice could deviie. 

Or ever fwarm'd from a licentious prefs, 

Hung round about him like a fpell : 
And in his own hand too was writ, 
That worthy piece of modem wit. 
The country's late aj^peal. 

But from fuch ills when will our wretched ftate 

Be freed I and who (hall crulh this ferpent's head ? 

'Tis laid we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon, ient by fate 
To lay a iinful kingdom wafte : 
o through it all he rang'd, devouring as he pad. 

And each day with a virgin broke his faft : 

Till wretched matrons curd their womb. 
So hardly was their lofs endur'd : 

The lovers ail defpair'd, and fought their tombs 
n the fame monger's jaw^, and of their pains were cur'd. 

Till, like our monfter too, and with the lame 

Curft ends, to the metn^lis he came : 
His cruelties lenew'd again, 
And'eyeiy day a maid wa( flain. 

The 
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The curie through every family had paft, 

When to the facrifice at laft 
Th' unhappy monarch's only child muft bow : 
A royal daughter needs muft fufler then, a royal brother 
now. 

XVII. 
On him this dragon Libel needs will prey ; 
On him has caft 
His fordid venom, and prophan'd 
"With Ipurious verfe his fpotlefs feme. 
Which fhall for ever ftand 
Unblemifh'd, and to ages laft, 
When all his foes lie buried in their fhame. 
Elfe tell me why (fome prophet that is wife) 
Heaven took fuch care 
To make him every thing that's rare, 
Dear to the heart, defirous to the eyes. 
Why do all good men blefs him as he goes ? 

Why at his prefence ftirink his foes ? 
Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend } 
Why through the world is he diftinguilh'd moft 

By titles, which but few can boaft, 
A moft juft mafter, and a faithful friend ? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young > 
Of him what orphan can complain ? 

Of him what widow make her moan? 
^ But fuch as wifh him here again, 

And mifs his goodnefs now he 's gone. 

If 
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If this be (as I am Aire 'tis) true ; 
Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell mc too. 
Why lives he in the world's eileem, 
!^ot one man's foe ? and then why are not all men 
friends with him ? 

XVIIL 
Whene'er his life was fet at ftake 
For hi« ungrateful country's fake, 
Vhat dangers or what labours did he ever (hun ? 
Or what wonders has not done ? 
Watchful all night, and bufy all the day, 
^Spreading his fleet in light of Holland's fliore) 
Criumphantly ye faw his flags and flreamers play. 
Then did the Englifii lion roar, 
Whilft the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the thoughts of conqueft and renpwn> 

Of Britain's honour, and his own. 
To them he like a threatening comet Ihin'd, 
Rough as the fea, and furious as the wind ; 
But conllant as the flars that never move, 
Or as women would have love. 
The trembling genius of tlieir flate 
Look'd out, and fhait ihrunk back his head. 
To fee our daring banners ijpread : 
Whilft in their harbours they 
Like batten'd monfters weltering lay^ 
he winds, when ours th' ad kifs'd, fcorn'd with their | 
Jags to play ; 

But drooping like their captains' hearts. 
Each pendent, every ftreamcr, hung : 
The Teamen feem'd t' have loft their arts ; 

Their 
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Their ikips at anchor now, of which w' had heard them 

boaft, 
With ili-furi'd fails and rattlings loofe, by every billow 
toft. 
Lay like neglefted harps, untuned, unftning ; 
Till at the laft, provok'd with fhame, 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came ; 
Foxes in council, and in hght too grave ; 
' Seldom true, and now not brave : 

They blufter'd out the day with (hew of fight. 
And ran away in the good-natur'd night. 
XIX. 
A bloody battle next was fought, 
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet he brought. 
With fpoils of vi£^ory and glory fraught. 
To him then every heart was open, down 

From the great man to the clown : 
In him rejoic'd, to him inclined ; 
And as his health round the glad board did pafs, 
Each honeft fellow cry*d, Fill full my glafs j 

And fliew'd the fulinefs of his mind. 
Ko difcontented vermin of ill times 

Durft then affront him but in (how ; 
Nor libel dafli him with his dirty thymes ; 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 

And whofe heart would not wifli Co too^ 
That had but feen 
« When his tumultuous mifled foes 

Againft him rofe. 

With 
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With v^hat heroic grace 
He cho(e the weight of wrong to undergo f 
No tempeft on his brow, unalter*d in his face. 
True witnefs of the innocence within. 
But, when the mefTengers did mandates bring 

For his retreat to foreign land, 
• Since fent from the relenting hand 

Of the moft loving brother, kindeft king; 
If in his heart regret did rife. 
It never fcap'd his tongue or eyes ; 
With fteady virtue 'twas allay'd. 
And like a mighty conqueror he obeyed, 
XX. 
It was a dark and gloomy day, 
Sad as the bufinefs, fuUen too. 
As proud men, when in vain they woo. 
Or foldiers cheated of their pay. 
The Court, where pleafures us'd to flow. 
Became the fcene of mourning and of woe : 

Defblate was every room, 
Wiiere men for news and bufinels us'd to come : 
With folded arms and dow;n-cafteyes men walk'd 
In corners, and with caution talk'd. 
All things prepared, the hour drew near 
Wh«i he muft part : his lafl ihort time was ipenc 
In leaving bleiTings on his children dear : 
To them with eager hafte and love he went f 
The eldefl firft embrac'd, 
As new-bom day in beauty bright, 
But fad in mind as deeped night : 

E. W&nt 
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What tendereft htarts could fay, betwixt them paft, 
^ill grief too clofe upon them crept ; 
So fighing he wijthdrew, Ihe turn'd away and wept* 
Much of the father in his breaft did rife. 

When on the next lie fix'd his eyes, 
A tender inf^t in the nurfe's arms. 

Full of kind play, and pretty charans : 
And as to give the farewel kifs he near it drew. 
About his manly peck two little arms it threw ; 
Smir4 in lus eyes,. as if it begg'd his iby, 

Alid look'd kind things it could not fay. 
XXI. 
But the great pomp of grief was yet to come. 
Th'. appointed time was ahnoft pad, 
Th* impatient tides knock 'd at the ihore, and bid himhafte 
To fcek a foreign home ; 
The fummons he refolv'd t* obey, 
Difdaining of his fulferings to complain. 

Though every ftcp feem'd trod with pain | 
So forth he came, attended on his way 
By a fad lamenting throng. 
That bleil him, ai)4 about hira hung. 
A weigjht his g^i^rou? hearc could hardly bear 3 

9u( for the comfgirt thi^t >ya6 near, 
HU l^ut^u^ Mpte, thj^ fountajin of hi^ joys^ 

That fed hi$ fou) \yit^ )ov« j 
The cordial that can mortal pains ismove. 
To which ail worldly bleflSngs clfe ^rc toys. 
i faw Jthem ready for dq>art\ire ^nd ; 
Juft when ai^pfoachM the IVfop^rch of our land, 
. VUk^ took the jchaiming Moumor by the hand : 

T' exprcft 
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T* exprefs all nbbleft offices he ftrove. 
Of royal goodnefs, and a brother's love. 
Then down to the (hore fide. 
Where to convey them did two royal barges ride. 
With foiemn pace they pafe*d, ^ 
And there Co tenderly embrac'd. 
All griev'd by fympathy to fee tliem part, 
And their kind pains touch'd each by-ftander's heart. 
Then hand in hand the pityM pair 
Tum'd round to face their fate ; 
She ev'n amidft a£Si6^ions i^r. 
He, though oppreft, Hill great. 
Into th* expefting boat with hafte they went, 
Where, as the troubled Fair-one to the ihore ibroe wifhea 
ient 

For that dear pledge ih'ad left behind. 
And as her pailion grew too mighty for her mind, 
She of ibme tears her eyes beguil'd. 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay. 
The happy hero kifs'd away. 
And, as fhc wept, blufh'd with difdain, and fmilM. 
Straight forth they launch into thehigh-fwolnThames| 
The wcU-ftruck oars lave up the yielding ftreams. 
All fix*d their longing eyes, and wifhing ftood. 
Till they were got int© die wider flood j 
Till leffen'd out of fight,, and feen no mtitt. 
Then figh'd, and turned into the hated fhore. 
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PHiEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 
TRANSLATED OUT OF OVXD. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Thefeus, the fon of ^geus, having flain the Minotaur, 
promifed to Ariadne, the daughter of Minos and 
Pafiphae, for the afliftance which fhe gave him, to 
carry her home with him, and make her his wife; 
fo together with her lifter Phaedra they went on board 
and failed to Chios, where being warned by Bacchus, 
ke left Ariadne, and married her (ifter Phaedra, who 
afterwards, in Thefeus her hulband*s abfence, fell in 
love with Hippolytus her fbn-in-law, who had vow*d 
celibacy, and was a hunter ; wherefore, (ince Ihe could 
not conveniently otherwife, Ihe chofe by this epifUe 
to give him an account of her pailion. 

T F thou *rt unkind, I ne'er ihall health enjoy, 
"*■ Yet much I wifli to thee, my lovely boy : 
Read this, and reading how my foul is feiz'd. 
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleas'd : 
Thus fecrets fafe to fartheft fhores may move ; 
By letters foes converfe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try'd. 
Upon my faukering tongue abortive dy*d j 
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x)ng Shame pi-evail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite, 

!ut what I blufh'd to fpeak, Love made me write. 

ris dangerous to refill the power of Love, 

*he gods obey him, and he *s king above ; 

fe cleared the doubts that did my mind confound, 

Lnd promised me to bring thee hither bound : 

•h may he come, and in that breaft of thine 

ix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine ! 

et of my wedlock, vows I *11 lofc no care, 

sarch back through all my fame, thou 'It find it fair* 

i^t.Love long breeding to worfl pain does turn j 

utward unharm'd, within, within I burn ! 

.s the young bull or courier yet untam*d, 

^hen yok'd or bridled firll, are pinch'd and maim'd j 

) my unpra6i:is'd heart in love can find 

o reft, th* unwonted weight fo toils my mind : 

'hen young. Love's pangs by arts we may i*emove, 

Jt in our riper years with rage we love. 

o thee I yield then all my dear renown, 

nd pr'ythee let *s together be undone. 

'ho wQuld not pluck the new-blown blulliing rofe, 

• the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? • , 

It if my: virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Iccm for fpotlefs, Ihallit no>y be ftain'd ? 

1, in thy love I Ihall no hazard run j 

IS not a lin, but when 'tis coarfely done. 

nd now Ihould Juno leave her Jove to me, 

d quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 

iieve me too, with ftrange delires I change, -^ 

pongft wild beafts I long with thee to range. 

E 3 ^-^ T© 
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To, tji^y dt^gbcs- aod DaUa I i^luw. 

Make her n^y go^deT&^toov bccauTe fhie'» tkinj£ : 

I long to kngw the woods, to drive the^ deer^ 

And o'er the mouAtaua.'fr t^oip«. my hounds< to chcer^ 

Shakijig n)y dftft>; tji^en^ the ciiafe etnded^ lyie 

Strctch'd qn the grafsi;. andrwe^ld^'I^n^ thoube by ? 

Oft in light charjpts I. with: pieafme ride. 

And love m^iHf' the f^udous &aeda fio guide. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wil^. I ftray^ 

Os old Cy.bele'^ priefis, as mad? as* they^ 

When xifdsr Idaffr hill they^ofeings pay : 

Ev'n mad as: dioie the deities of night 

And water, Fauns- and Dryads, do-afifrighti 

ButiliE each little interval:! gain, 

Eafily find 'tis love breeds all my pain. 

Sure on our race Vove like a face dbes fall, 

And«Vejaus. will have tribute of us all. 

Jove lov*d Europa, whence my father came, 

And, to a bull transformed^ enjoy'dithe dame : 

She, like my mother, languifh-'d to obtain, 

AndtfiUM? her womb with ihame as well as pain • 

The faithlefe Thefeus by my fitter's aid? 

The monder flew, and ajafe conqueil made : 

Now, in that family ray right to^&ve, 

I am at laft on the fame terms a (lave : 

'Twas f^tal to my filler and to mej 

She lov*d thy father, but my choice was thee. 

Let monuments of triumph then be fhown 

for two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 

■Whcm 
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Vhen firft our vows were to Elieufis paid, 
l^ould I had in a Cretan grave been laid ; 
fwas there thou didft a perfeft conqueft gain, 
Vhilft lovfc*8 fierce fever rag'd in every vein : 
{^hite was thy rObe, a garland deck'd thy head, 
i modeft biufh thy comely face o*erfpread, : 
^hat face, which may be terrible in arms, 
ut graceful feemM to me, and full of charms : 
love the man v^hofe felhion *s leaft his care, 
ind hate niy rex's coxcombs fine and fair ; 
or whilft thus plain thy carertli locks let i!y, 
'h' unpolilh'd form is beauty in my eye. 
: thou but ride, or (hake the trembling darf, 
fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 
b fee thee poifer the javelin moves delight, 
.nd all thou doft is lovely in my fight : 
tit to the woods thy ciljelty refign, 
for treat it with fo poor* a life as mine^ 
Rift cold Diana be adbr'd alotiCj 
luft fhe have- all thy vows, and Venus none? 
hat pleafure palls, if *tis^ enjoy'd too long ; 
ove makes the weary fimr, the feeble ftrong. 
orCynttiia's fake unbend and eafe thy bow,- 
Ife to thy arm 'twilJ weak and ufelefs grow, 
amous was CephklW in wOtJd and plain, 
nd^ by him many a boar andpafd was flain,. 
et to AuroYn's love he did incline, 
^ho wifely left did age for youth like thine. 
Oder the fprcddihg (hadCs htV amorous boy, 
Kc fiair Adonis, Venus could enjoy ; 

£ 4 Atalantsi'» 
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Atalanta's love too Meleager fought, 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught : 

Be thou ^nd I next the bleft fylvan'pair ; 

Where Love 's a llranger, woods but deferts are. 

With thee, through dangerous ways unknown before, 

I *11 rove, and fearlefs face the dreadful boar. 

Between two feas a little ifthmus lies. 

Where on each fide the beating billows rife. 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet. 

More bleft and pleas 'd than m my native Crete. 

As we could wifh, old Thefeus is away 

At Theflaly, where always let him ftay 

With his Perithoiis, whom well I fee 

Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreft his hate ; 

We both have fuifer*<l wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother firft he cruelly did (lay. 

Then from my fifter falfely ran away. 

And left expos'd to every beaft a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a fon fo brave. 

From cruel Thefeus yet her death did find, 

.Nor, though Ibe gave him thee, could make him kind. 

Unwedded top he murder'd her in fpight. 

To baftardize, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two fons I've brought, . 

Relieve it his, and none of Phaedra's fault; 

Rather, thou faireft thing the earth contains, 

I wifli at firil I'd dy'd of mother's pains. 

How 
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How canil thou rev'rence then thy father'* bed. 

From which himfelf fo abieolly is fled ? 

The thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 

Mother and fon are notions, very names 

Of worn-out piety, in fafhion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the race of men ; 

But braver Jove taught pleafure was no j&n. 

And with his fifter did himfelf begin. 

Neamefs of blood and kindred beft we prove, 

Whea we exprefs it in the clofeft love. 

Nor need we fear our fault fliould be reveal'd ; 

'Twill undei^ near relation be conceal'd, • 

And all who hear our loves, with praife Ihall crown 

A mother's kindnefs to a grateful fon. 

No need at midnight in the dark to ilray, 

T* unlock the gates, and cry, My love, this way ! 

No bufy ipies our pleafures to betray. 

But in one houfe, as heretofore, we *11 live; 

In public, kiflfes take^ in public, give : 

Though in my bed thou *rt feen, 'twill gain applaufc 

From all, whilft none have fcnfe to guefs the caufc s 

Only make hafte, and let this league be fign'd 5 

So may my tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this I am an humble fuppliant grown ; 

Now where are all my boafts of greatnefs gone ^ 

I fwore I ne'er would yield, refolv'd to fight, 

Deeeiv'd by Love, that *s feldom in the right j 

Now on my own I crawl, to cla(p thy knees? 

What 's decent no true lover cares or fees : 

Shame, 
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Shame, lilce a beaten foldicr, leaves the placc^ 
But beauty's blufhes ftill arc in my face. 
Forgive thiff fond confcflion which I make, 
And then fome pity on my iufferings take. 
What though 'midft feasF my father's empire Hey ; 
Though mf grcsk graadfire thunder from the Ikies f 
What though my father's iire in beams dreft gay 
Drives round the burning chariot of the day; 
Their honooy all in' me to Love *s a ilave, 
Then, though thou wilt not me, their honour fkve. 
Jove's faokAic ifland, Crete, in dower I '11 brings 
And there fhall my Hippolytus be king : 
For Venus' fake then hear and grant my prayer. 
So may'ft thou never love a fcornful' fair j 
In fields fo may Diana grace thee (Hll, 
Add every wood afibrd thee game to kill ; 
So may the Mountain God^ and Satyrs ail 
Be kind, fo may the boar befoirc thee fail ; 
So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day^ 
Though' thou their fex defpift, thy thirft allay. 
Millions of tears^ to thcfe my prayers I join, 
Which as thou read'ft with thofe dear eyes of thine. 
Think that thou fee'ft the ftreams that flow from mine, 
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EPISTLE 
TO MR. DUKE.* 

MY much-lov'd firiiend, whew diaui art from Tttf eyosp 
HowdO'llMththedayy and Hgbt deipife ! 
Night, kinder night, 's ths muoh more welcome gueftp. 
For though* iB bxing: final! eaf«,c it hides at loafi:-; 
Or if e'er (lumbwrs and tay eyes agree, 
*Tis when they 'fe crewn'd with pleafing dreams of thee* 
Laft night methought (heaven make the next ad kind !) 
Free as firft innocence, and unconfin'd 
As our firft parents in theis Eden were. 
Ere yet condnmn'ditaeat their bread with care^f 
We two together wander'd- through a grove, 
'Twas green l^neath us^ and M ihade above. 
Mild as our friend^p>- fpringing as our love ; 
Hundreds of. cheaif ul birds filPd every tree. 
And fung their joyful fongs of liberty ; 
While through*thfi gladibme choir well pleas'd wewalk'd^ 
And of our prefent valued ftate thus talked ; 

How happy are we in this fweet retreat ? 
Thus humbly bleft^, who 'd labour to be great >" 
Who for pre£erraents at a court would wait. 
Where every gudgeon 's nibbling, at the bait ? 
What fifh of fooiie would on that ifaailow lie^ 
Amongfl the little flaiving. wriggling fry. 
That throng} and crowd each other for a tafte 
Of the ideceitfulv painted, pdfonM pafl&; 

* »«e the AnfWcr, in ** Dukc'^Pdcnw;** 

When 
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When the wide river he behind him fees, 
Where he may launch to liberty and eafe ? 
No cares or bufinefs here diflurb our hours. 
While, underneath thefe Ihady peaceful bowers, 
I^ -cool delight and innocence we flray, 
And midft a thoufand pleafures wafle the day { 
Sometimes upon a river*s bank we lie, 
Where ikinnning fwallows o'er the furface fly, 
Juft as the fun, declining with his beams, 
Kiffes and gently warms the gliding ftreams ; 
Amidft whofe current rifing fifhes play, 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps hard by there grows a little bu(h, 
On which the linnet, nightingale, and ihrufh, 
Nightly their folcmn orgies meeting keep. 
And fmg their vefpers ere they go to deep : 
There we two lie, between us may be 's fpread 
Some books, few underftand, though many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil's facred leaves turn o'er, 
. Still wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more. 
How Juno's rage did good ^neas vex. 
Then how he had revenge upon her fcx 
In Dido's ftate, whom braveiy he^njoy'd, 
And quitted her as bravely too when cloyM ; 
He knew the fatal danger of her charms. 
And fcom'd .to melt his virtue in her arms. 
Next Nifus and Kuryalus we admire. 
Their gentle friendftiip, and their martial fire ; 
We praife their valour, 'caufe yet match'd by nonci 
And love their friendfliip, (6 much like our own. 
. . But 
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But when to give our minds a feaft indeed, 
Horace, beft known and lov*d by thee, we read, 
Who can our tranfports, or our longings tell, 
To tafte of plcafures, prais'd by him fo well ? 
With thoughts of love and wine by him we *re fir'd. 
Two things in fweet retirement much defir'd : 
A generous bottle and a iovefbme ihe. 
Are th' only joys in nature next to thee : 
To which retiring quietly at night. 
If (as that only can) to add deHght^ 
When to our little cottage we repair. 
We find a friend or two, we 'd wifli for there. 
Dear Beverley, kind as parting lovers tears, 
Adderly, honeft as the fword he wears, 
Wilfon, profeffing friendlbip yet a friend,. 
Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend. 
Finch, full of kindnefs, generous as his blood, 
Watchful to do, to modeft merit, good ; 
Who have forfbok the vile tumultuous town. 
And for a tafte of life to us come down ;. 
With eager arms, how clofely we embrace ! 
What joys in every heart, and every face t 
The moderate table *s quickly covered o'er. 
With choiceft meats at leaft, though not vfith (lore : 
Of bottles next fuccecds a goodly train. 
Full of what chears the heart, and fires the brain ; 
Each waited on by a bright virgin glafs. 
Clean, found, and ihining like its drinker's lafs. 
Then down we fit, while every genius tries 
T' improve, till he dcferves his &crifice : 
r No 
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No faucy hour prefumes to ftint deii^ity 
We laugh, Love, drink, and when that *8 done 'tis night. 
Well warm'd and pleas'd, as we think fit we *ll part. 
Each takes th' abedient treafure of his heart, 
Aqd leads her willing to his iilent bed, 
Where no vexatious cares come near his head. 
But every fenfe with pcrfc£t pleafure *s fed j 
Till in full joy difiblv'd, each falls aileep 
With twining limbs, that ftill love's pofturc keep 5 
At dawn of mornipg to renew delight, 
^o quiet craving Love, till the next night : 
Then we the drowfy cells of deep forfake. 
And to our books our earlieil vifit make ; 
Or elfe our thoughts to their attendance call. 
And there, methinks. Fancy fits queen of all { 
While the poor under-faculties reibrt. 
And to ber fickle majefty make court ; 
The imderHanding firft comes plainly clad. 
But ufefuUy ; no entrance to be had. 
Next comes the will, that bully of the mind. 
Follies wait on him in a troop behind j 
He meets reception from the antic queea, 
' Who thinks her m^jefiy 's moft honoured, when 
Attended by thofe fine-dreit gcntleraea. 
Reafbn, the honeil counfellor, this knows. 
And into court with reiblute virtue goes j 
Lets Fancy fee her loofc irregular ^^y. 
Then how the flattering follies ineak away ! 
This image, when it came, too fiercely Ihook 
My brain, which It$ foil ij^uiet ftraight fictrfook ; 

I Whctt 
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When waking as I caft my eyc» aipund, 
Kothing but old loath'd vanitiies I found 1 
Nq grove, no freedom, and, what *8 wode to me, 
No friend ; for I have none compared with chee. 
Soon then my thou^its with their old tyrant Care 
Were feiz'd j wWdi to divert, I fram'd this prayer t 

Gods! life *s your gift, xhpa ^afon^t with fuch fkte^ 
That what ye meant a bkfling prove no weight. 
Let me to the remo(eft pajt be whirPd, 
Of this your play^thing ma^ie in hafte, the world | 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace, 
By day what 's needful, and at night foft eaie i 
The friend I truft in, and the ihe I love, 
Then fix me ; and if e*er I wilh remove, 
Make me as great (that 's wretched) as ye can. 
Set me in power, the woefuiril (late of man i 
To be by fools miiled, to knaves a prey. 
But make life what I afky or take 't away. 



TO MR- CREECH^ 

UPON H I « 

TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 

SIR, when your bo^ the firft time came abroad^ 
I muft conlefs I fiood amaz'd and aw'd ; 
for, as to fome good-nature I pretend, 
i ffar'd to read, left I fhould not commend. 

Lucretius 
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Lucretius englifliM ! 'twas a work might (hake 

The power of Englifli verfe to undertake. 

This all men thought ; but you are born, we find, 

T' out-do the expectations of mankind ; 

Since you *ve Co well the noble talk perform'd. 

Envy *s appeas'd, and prejudice difarm*d : 

for when the rich original we perufe. 

And by it try the metal you produce. 

Though there indeed the pureft ore we find, 

Yet dill in you it fomething feems refin'd r 

Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loofe. 

And lafhes to her fpeed his fiery Mufe ; 

Still with him you maintain an equal pace. 

And bear full ftretch upon him all the race ; 

But when iti rugged way we find him rein 

His verfe, and not fo finooth a fi:roke maintain j 

There the advantage he receives is found. 

By you taught temper, and to chufe his ground. 

Next, his philofophy you *ve fo expreft 

In genuine terms, fo plain, yet neatly dreft, 

TJiofe murderers that now mingle it all day 

In fchools, may learn from you the eafy way 

To let us know what they would mean and fay 

If Ariftotle's friends will fhew the grace 

To wave for once their ftatute in that ca(e. 

Go on then. Sir, and fince you could afpire. 

And. reach tliis height, aim yet at laurels higher : 

Secure great injured Maro from the wrong 

He unredeemed has laboured with fo long 

In 
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x>um rhyme, and, left the book fhould fail, 
I with pifhires to promote the iale : 
ers fet out (igns, for muddy ale. 
only able to retrieve his doom, 
dee him here as fam'd as once at Rome z ■ 
;, when Julius firft this iile fubdued, 
aceftors then mixt with Roman blood ; 
ear ally'd to that whence Ovid came, 
and Horace, thofe three ions of Fame { 
) their memory it is fo true, 
ews their poetry fomuch in you. 
in pity to this wretched ifle, 

ignorant poetafters do defile 
oufy madrigals for lyric veric ; 
of comedy with naliy farce. 
Plautus, Terence e'er, have been fo lewd 
; drcft Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd ? 
hocles five tedious a€bs have made, 
w a whining -fool in love betray 'd 
le falfe friend or flippery chambermaid, 
ere he liangs himfelf, bemoans his fall 
ill fpeech, and that fine language xall ? 
ice we live in fuch a fulfomc age, 
nonfenfe loads die preis, and choaks the ftag< \ 
blockheads will claim wit in nature's fpight, 
irery dunce, that ftarves, prcfumes to write, 
^ourfelf, defend the Mufe's caufe, 
m their right, and to maintain their laws 
:he dead ancients fpeak the Britiih tongue ; 
) each chattering daw, who aims, at fong^ 
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In his own mother-tongue may humbly read 
What engines yet are wanting in his head 
To make him equal to the mighty dead, 
For of all Nature's works we moft fhould fcom 
The thing who thinks himfelf a poet bom. 
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly fpells, 
And fenfelefsly, as fquirrels jangle bells. 
Such things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore you 
Be ever to your friends, the Mufes, true ! 
May our defefts be by your powers fupply'd. 
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride 5 
Till by your pen reftor'd, in triumph borne. 
The majefty of poetry return ! 



EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN UPON 

His Royal Highnefs the D U K E of YORK 

Coming to the Theatre, Friday, April 21, 1682.. 

WHEN too much plenty, luxury, andeafe. 
Had furfeited this ifle to a difeafe ; 
When noifome blains did its beft parts o*eripread. 
And on the reft their dire infection flied ; 
Our great Phyfician, who the nature knew 
Of the diftemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd, for three kingdoms* quiet, Sir, on you : 
He caft his fearching eyes o'er all the frame. 
And fiadiug whence before one ficknefs came. 

How 
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How once before our mifchiefs fofter'd were, 
Knew well your virtue, and apply 'd you there : 
Where fo your goodnefs, fo your juftice fway'd, ' 
You but appear'd, and the wild plague was ftay*d. 

When, from the filthy dunghill -faftion bred. 
New- formed rebellion durft rear up its head, 
AnfVver me all : Who ftruck the monfter dead F 

See, fee, the injur'd prince, and blefs his name^ 
Think on the martyr from whofe loins he came j. 
Think on the blood was ihed for you before. 
And curfe the parricides that thirft for more. 
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware : 
Lay, lay him in your hearts > and guard him there^ 
Where let his- wrongs your zeal for him- improve; 
He wears a fword will, juftify your love. 
With blood ftill ready for your good t* expend, 
And has a heart that ne'er forgot his. friend. 

His duteous loyalty, before you lay. 
And learn of him, unmurmuring to obey. 
Think what he *as borne, your quiet to reftorc j 
Repent your madnefs, and rebel no more. 

No more let Boutcfcus hope to lead petitions^ 
Scriveners to be treafurers ; pedlars, politicians 5 
Nor every fool, whofe wife has tript? at court. 
Pluck up a fpirit, and turn rebel for.'t. 

Li lands where cuckolds multiply like ours. 
What prince can be too jealous of their powers,. 
Or can too often thisk. himfelf alarm'd } 
They 're mal-contehts that every where go arm*d :• 

F z And 
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And when the homed hefd 's together got, 
Nothing portends a common -wealth like that. 
Caft, caft your idols off, your gods of wood, 
lEre yet Philiftines fatten with your blood : 
Reiidunce your priefts of Baal with amen faces. 
Your Wapping feafts, and your Mile-end high places. 

Nail all your medals on the gallows poll. 
In recompencc th* original was loft : 
At thefe, illuftrious repentance pay, 
In his kind hands your humble offerings lay : 
Let royal pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th* atoning brother of your anger d lord : 
He only brings a medicine fit t' affuage 
A people's folly, and rouz*d monarch's rage. 
An infant prince, yet labouring in the womb, 
Fated with wondrous happinefs to come, 
He goes to fetch the mighty blcfRngs home : 
Send all your wifhes with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it fafely there. 
The feas, like what they '11 carry, calm and fair : 
Let the illuftrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, as hereafter may her fon command ; 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to Qxore^ 
With kind affurance ihe fhall part no more. 

Be the majeftic babe then imiling bom. 
And all good figns of fate his birth adorn, 
.-So live and grow, a conftant pledge to ftand 
4Qf Cse^r's love to an obedieat land. 
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SPOKEN TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

ON HER 

RETURN FROM SCOTLAND,. 

IN THE YEAR l6&2. 

A LL you, who this day's jubilee attend, 
•^ "^ And every loyal Mufe's loyal friend. 
That come to treat your longing wifhes here, 
Turn youf defiring eyes, and feaft them there. 
Thus failing on your knees with me implore, 
May this poor land ne'er lofe that prefcnce more V 
But if there any in this circle be, 
That come fo cui-ft to envy what they fee, 
iFrom the vain fool that would be great too foon,« 
To the dull knave that writ the laft lampoon ! 
Let fuch, as viftims to that beauty's fame. 
Hang their vile blafted heads, and di^with Ihamc 
Our mighty blefTing is at laft returned, 
The joy arriv'd for which fo long we moum'd : 
From whom our prefent peace we expedi: encreas'd,. 
And all our future generations bleft,. 
Time, have a care : bring fafe the hour of joy. 
When fome bleft tongue proclaims a royal boy : 
And when 'tis born, let nature's hand be ftrong ; 
Blefs him- with days of ftrength, and make them long;- 
F3 Till! 
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Till charg'd with honours we behold him (land. 
Three kingdoms banners waiting his command. 
His father's conquering fword within his hand : 
Then th* En^lifh lions in the air advance. 
And with them roaring mufic to the dance, 
Carry a Quo Warranto into Fnmce. 



PROLOGUE 

TO MRS. BEH N'S. 

CITY HEIRESS, r683u 
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HOW vain haVe prov'd the labours of the flage. 
In ftriving to reclaim a vicious age ! 
Poets may write, the mifchief to impeach j 
You care as little what the poets teach, 
As you regard at church what parfons preach. 
But where fuch fdllies and fuch vices reign. 
What honeft pen has patience to refrain } 
At church, in pews, ^e moft devoutly fnore. 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar>j 
Ye go to. church, to glout and ogle there, 
And come to meet more lewd convenient here : 
With equal zeal ye honour either place. 
And run, fo very evenly your race, 
Y' improve in wit juft as ye do in gnure. 
ft muft be fo ; fome d^mon has po0eft 
Our.lan4« and yvt haye n^ver imce been bleiL 

, TT'havc 
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Y' have fecn it all, and heard of its renown. 

In reverend ihape it flalk'd about the town, 

"Six yeomen tall attending on its frown. 

Sometimes, with humble note and] zealous lore, 

'Twould play the apoftolic fun6lion o'er : 

But heaven have mercy on us when it fwore ! 

"Whene'er it fwore, to prove the oaths were true. 

Out of its mouth at random hahers flew 

Round fome unwary neck, by magic thrown. 

Though {till tke cunning devil iav'd its own : 

For when th* enchantment could no longer laft. 

The fubtle Pug, moll dextroufly uncaft, 

Left awful form for one more Teeming pious, 

And in a motnent vary'd to defy us j 

From filken doftor, home-fpun Ananias : 

Left the lewd court, and did in city fix, 

Where ftill by its old arts it plays new tricks. 

And fills the heads of fools with politicks. 

This daemon lately drew in many a gueft. 

To part with zealous guinea for— no feaft. 

Who, but the moft incorrigible fops, 

For ever doom'd in difmal cells, caiPd (hops^ 

To cheat and damn themfelves to get their livings. 

Would lay fweet money out in iham thankfgivings i 

Sham plots you .may have paid for o'er and o'er j 

But who e'er paid for a fliam treat before? 

Had you not better fent your oflferings all 

Hither to us, than Sequeftrators' Hall ? 

I being your fteward, juftice had been done ye ; 

i could have entertam'd you worth your money. 

Tj^ THE 
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THE SIXTEENTH ODE 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK OF HORACE* 



Tl^ ftorms when clouds the moon do hide, 

•■• And no kind ftars the pilot guide/ 

Shew me at fea the boldeft there, 

Who does not wifh for quiet here. 

For "quiet, friend, the foldier fights, 

Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights, 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and power too weak we find. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of ftate 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait ^ 

Happy the man with little bleft, 

Of what his father left polTeft ; 

No bafe defires corrupt his head, . 

No fears difiUrb him m his bed. 

What then in life, which foon muft end. 

Can all our vain defigns intend ? 

From Ihore to fhore why fhould we run. 

When none his tirefome felf can Ihun ? 

For baneful care will ftill prevail, 

^nd overtake us under fail, 

*T\nll 
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•Twill dodge die great man's train behind. 
Out- run the roe, out- fly the wind. 
If then thy foul rejoice to-day. 
Drive far to-morrow's cares away. 
In laughter let them all be drown'd r 
No pcrfeft good is. to be found. 
One mortal feels Fate's fudden blow. 
Another's lingering death comes flow ; 
And what of life they take from thee. 
The gods may give to punilh mc. 
Thy portion is a wealthy (lock, 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horfes and chariots for thy eafc, 
Rich robes to deck and make thee pleafe. 
For me, a little cell I chufe. 
Fit for my mind, fit for my Mufc, 
Which foft content does beft adorn. 
Shunning the knaves and fools I fcom. 



THE COMPLAI N.T; 
A SONG. 

To a Scotch tunc. 

T LOVE, I doat, I rave with pain^ 
•*• No quiet 's in my mind. 
Though ne'er could be a happier rwain> 
Were Sylvia lefs unkind. 

» For 



^4 OT WAY'S POEMS* 

For when, as long her chains I 've worny 

I alk relief from fmart. 
She only gives me looks of fcom ; 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly llore. 

May offer heaps of gold. 
But furely I a heaven adore. 

Too precious to be fold ,- 
Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize. 

For wealth, and not defert ; 
And my poor fighs and tears delpifei 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

When, like fome panting, hovering dove, 

I for my blifs contend, 
.And plead the caufe of eager love. 

She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you drive 

To a6l a healer's part, 
'Twill keep but lingering pain alive, 

Alas ! and break my heart. 

When, on my lonely, penfive hed 

I lay me down to reft. 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning breaft. 
Her cruelty all cafe denies ; 

With fome fad dream I ftart. 
All drown'd iniears I find my eyes. 

And breaking feel my heart. ^ 
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Then rifing, through the path I rov« 

That leads me where flie dwelk, 
tVVhere to the fenfelefs waves my love 

Its. mournful ftory tells : 
With fighs I dew and kife the door, 

Till morning bids depart j 
Then vent ten thoufand -fighs and more: 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

But, Sylvia, when this conqueft 's won. 

And I am dead and cold, 
Renounce the cruel deed you 've done^ 

Nor glory when 'tis told ; 
For evesv lovely generous maid 

Will take my injur d part, 
And curfethee, Sylvia, I 'm afraid. 

For breiking my poor heart. 



P R O L O G U B 

fro N. L E E'S 
CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 

■f TT H AT think ye meant wife Providence, when firft 

^^ Poets were made ? I'-d tell you, if I durft. 
That 'twas in.contcadi£ti©n to heaven's word, 
"That when its ^irit o'er the waters ftirr'd, 
fWhen it (aw all, an'd faid that all was go64y 
The creature Poet Yig»» sot underilood s 
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For, were it worth the pains of fix long days. 
To mould retailers of dull third-day plays > 
That ftarve out threefcore years in hopes of bays l 
'Tis plain they ne'er were of the firft creation,. 
But came by meer equivocal generation : 
Like rats in fhips, without coition bred-. 
As hated too as they are, and unfed. 
Nature their fpecies fure muff needs dilbwnj. 
Scarce knowing Poets, lefs by Poets known. 
Yet this poor diing, fo fcorn'd and fet at nought,. 
Ye all pretend to, and would' fain be thought.. 
Difabled wafting Whore-mafters are not 
Prouder to own the brats they never got, 
Than fumbling, itching rhymers of the town 
T' adopt fome baft-bom fong tliat's not their own.- 
Spite of his ftatc, my Lord fometimes defcends,.. 
To plieafe the importunity of friends. 
The dulleft he, thought moft for bufinefs fit. 
Will venture his^ bought place to aim at wit^ 
And though he finks with his employs of ftate. 
Till common fenft forfake him, he '11 tranflate. 
The Poet and the Whore alike complains 
of trading quality, that fpoil their gains ; 
The lords will write, and ladies will have fwains ! 

^Therefore all you who have male iflue bom 
Under the ftarving fign of Capricorn, 
Prevent the malice of their ftars in time. 
And warn them early from the fin of riiyme : 
Tell them how Spenfcr ftarv'd, how Cowley mourn'd,. 
How Butler's faidi and fervicc wis return'd ,• 

«■ And 
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if fuch warning they refufe to take, 
laft experiment, O parents, made ! 
hands behind them fee th' offender ty*d, 
>ari(h whip and beadle by his fide ; 
lead him to fome ftall that does expofe 
uthors he loves moft ; there rub his hole, 
like a fpanicl lafh'd to know command, 
' the due correftion underttand, 
:ep his brain clean, and not foul the land ; 
.c againft his nature learn to ftrive, 
get the knack of dulnefs how to thrive. 
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TH E BEGINNING OF 
PASTORAL 

ON THE 

ATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY. 

H AT horror 's this that dwells upon the plain, 
And thus difturbs the ihepherds' peaceful reign i 
nal found breaks through the yielding air, 
aming us fome dreadful florm is near, 
leating flocks in wild confufion ftray, 
irly larks forfake their wandering way, 
eafe to welcome-in the new-bom day* 
lymph pofleft with a diftrafted fear, 
er-d hangs her loofe diihcvePd hair* 

Difcaics 
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Difeafes with her ftrong cdnvulfions reign. 
And deities y not known before to pain, 
Are now with apopledic feizures flain : 
Hence flow our forrows, hence increafe our fears, 
Each humble plant does drop her filver tears. 
Ye tender lambs, ftray not fo fall away, 
To weep and mourn let us together flay : 
O^cr all the univeife let it be fpread. 
That now the (hepherd of the ilock is dead.. 
The royal Pan, that fliepherd of the fheep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 
Is gone, ah gone ! ne*er to return from Death' 
eternal fleep ! 



) 
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Begin, Damcla, let thy numbers fly 
Alofr.wher« the &ft milky way does Ue ; 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to the ftars did fing, 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful ftrain. 
And tell in. notes, through all th' Arcadian plain. 
The royal Pan, the fliepherd of the flieep. 
He, who to leaw his flock did dying weep, 
Is gone, ah gone ! ne'er to return, from Death' 
eternal fleepi 



^9 



€0N- 



[ 79 ] 

CONTENTS 

O F 
OTWAY'S POEMS. 

Windfor Caftle Page 3 

The Enchantment 24 

The Poet's Complaint of his Mufc j or a Satire againft 

Libels 25 

Ph^ra to Hippolytus 51- 

Epiftle to Mr. Duke 59 

To Mr. Creech, upon his Tranflation of Lucretius 63 
Epilogue, fpoken upon his Royal Highnefs the Duke^ 

of York coming to the Theatre, Friday, April 21, 

1682 66 

Spoken to her Royal Highnefs on her Return from 

Scotland, in the Year 1682 6^ 

Prologue to Mrs. Behn's " City Manners" 70- 

The Sixteenth Ode of the Second Book of Horace 74 
The Complaint, a Song 73. 

Prologue to N. Lee's " Conftantine the Great" 75 
The Beginning of a Paftoral on the Death of his late 

Majeily 77 



POEMS 



B Y 



RICHARD DUKE, M. A. 



t »3 3 

t OEMS 

B Y 
MR. DUKE. 

THE REVIEW. 

** Longa eft injuria, longae 
^* Ambages J fed fumma fequar faftigia rcrum.*' ViRG. 

TT OW have we wander'd a long difmal nighty 
•■- •*■ Led through blind paths by each deluding light ! 
Now plung'd in n£rc, now by ftiarp brambles torn, 
With tempefts beat, and to the winds a fcom ! 
Loft, weary'd , fpent ! but fee the Eaftem ftar 
And glimmering light dawns kindly from afar : 
Bright goddefs, hull ! while we by thee furvey 
The various errors of our painful way ; 
While, guided by fome clew of heavenly thread. 
The labyrinth perplexed we backward tread, 
Through rulers* avarice, pride^ ambition, hate, 
Perverfe cabah, and winding turns of ftate, 

G % The 
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The fenatc's rage, and all the crooked lines 

Of incoherent plots and wild defigns; 

Till, getting out where firft we entered in, r 

A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appears, 
As the bleft fliore to Ihip- wrecked mariners, 
Succefs to lovers, glory to the brave. 
Health to the fick, or freedom to the flave; 
Such was great Cxfar's day ! the wondrous day. 
That long in Fate's dark bofom hatching lay. 
Heaven to abfolve, and fatisfa6Uon bring. 
For twenty years of mifery and fin ! 
What (houts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Swell'd every bread, did every tongue employ. 
With rays direft, whilft on his people Ihone 
The King triumphant from the martyr's throne ! 
Was ever prince like him to mortals given ? 
So much the joy of earth and care of heaven ! 
Under the prelfure of unequal fate, 
Of fo ere6^ a mind, and foul fo great ! 
So full of meeknefs, and fo void of pride, 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide ! 
Mercy, like heaven, 's his chief prerogative. 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive. 
All ftorms composed, and tempefts rage afleep^ 
He, Halcyon like, fat brooding o'er the deep. 
He faw the royal bark fecurely ride, 
Ko danger threatening from the peaceful tide ; 
And he who, when the winds and feas were bigh^ 
Oppos'd his fkxHf and did their ra|;e defy. 

No 
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No diminution to his honour thought, 
T' enjoy the pleafure of the calm he brought. 
(Should he alone be fo the people's {lave 
As not to fliare the bleffings that he gave ?) 
But not till, full of providential care. 
He chofe a pilot in his place to fleer : 
One in his father's councils and his own 
Long exercis'd, and grey in bufmefs grown 5 
Whofe confirmed judgment and fagacious wit 
Knew all the fands on which rafh monarchs fplit j 
Of rifing winds could, ere they blew, inform. 
And from which quarter to cxpc6): the ftorm. 
Such was, or luch he feem*d, whom Ca^far chofe. 
And did all empire's cares in him repofej 
That, after all his toils and dangers paft. 
He might lie down and tafte fome eafc at laft. 

Now ftands the ftatefman of the helm poffell, 
On him alone three mighty nations reft ; 
* Byrfa his name, bred at the wrangling bar, 
And fkill*d in arms of that litigious war ; 
But more to Wit's peacefullcr arts inclin'd, 
Learning's Maecenas, and the Mufes' friend j 
Hira every Mufe in every age had fung, 
His eafy flowing wit and charming tongue, 
Had not the treacherous voice of power infpir'd 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambition ftr'd 9 
Difdaining lefs alliances to own. 
He now £ets up for kinfinan of the throne 5 »v 

* Earl of Clarendon. 
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And Anna, by the power her father gained, 
Back'd with great Cxiar's abfolute command 9 
On falfe pretence of former contrafts made. 
Is forc'd on brave * Britannicus's bed. 

Thus rais'd, his infolence his wit out~vy*d. 
And meaneft avarice maintained his pride : 
When Caefar, to confirm his infant Ihte, 
Drown'd in oblivion all old names of hate» 
By threatening many, but excepting none 
That paid the purchafe of oblivion. 
Byrfa his mailer's free-given mercy fold. 
And royal grace reuil*d for rebel gold : 
That new ftate-maxim he invented firft, 
(To aged Time's laft revolution curft) 
That teaches monarchs to oblige their foes. 
And their beft friends to beggary expofe ; 
For thefe, he faid, would ftill beg on and ferve j 
'Tis the old badge of loyalty to ftarve : 
But hardened rebels muft by bribes be won, 
And paid for all the mighty ills they 've done : 
When wealth and honour from their tteafons flow^ 
How can they chufe but very loyal grow ? 
This falfe ungrateful maxim Byrfa taught, 
Yaft fums of wealth from thriving rebels brought ; 
Titles and power to thieves and traitors fold, 
Swell'd his ftrctch'd coffers with o'er-flowing gold. 

Hence all thefe tears in thefe firft feeds was fowxx 

His country's following ruin, and his own. 

• Duke of York^ 

Of 
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Of that accurft and facrilegious crew, 
Which great by merit of rebellion grew, 
Had all unaftive perifli'd and unknown, 
The falfe * Antonius had fuffic'd alone, 
To all fucceeding ages to proclaim 
Of this (late principle the guilt and ihame. 
Antonius early in rebellious race 
Swiftly fet out, nor flackening in his pace^ 
The fame ambition tliat his youthful heat 
Urg'd to all ills, the little daring brat 
With unabated ardour does engage 
The loathfome dregs of his decrepit age ; 
Bold, full of native and acquirM deceit. 
Of fprightly cunning and malicious wit f 
Reftlefs, projefting ftill fome new defign. 
Still drawing round the government his line, 
Bold on the walls, or bufy in the mine : 
Lewd as the (lews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan precife j : 
Before tlieir fight he draws the juggler's cloud 
Of public intereft, and the people's good. 
The working ferment of his aftive mind. 
In his weak body's calk with pain confin'd, 
Would burft the rotten veffel where 'tis pent, 
But that 'tis tapt to give tlie treafon vent. 

Such were the men that from the ftatefman's hand^ 
Kot pardon only, but promotion gain'd : 

* Earl of Shaftefbury» 
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All offices of dignity or power 
Thefe fwarming locufts greedily devour ; 
Preferr'd to all the fecrets of the ftate, 
Thefe fenfelefs finners in the council fate. 
In their unjuft deceitful balance laid, 
The great concerns of war and peace were weigh'd. 
This wife ^^ Lovifius knew, whofe mighty mind 
Had univerfal empire long defign'd j 
And when he all things found were bought and fold. 
Thought nothing there impollible to gold : 
With mighty fums, through fecret channels brought, 
On the corrupted counfellors he wrought : 
Againft the neighbouring Belgians they declare 
A hazardous and an expenfive war. 
Their frcfh affronts and matchlefs infolencc 
To Caefar's honour made a fair pretence ; 
Meer outfide this, but, ruling by his pay. 
Cunning Lovifius did this projeft lay. 
By mutual damages to weaken thofe 
Who only could his vaft defigns oppofe. 
But Caefar, looking with a juft difdain 
Upon their bold pretences to the main. 
Sent forth his royal brother from his fide. 
To lafli their infolencc, and curb their pride : 
Britannicus, by whofe high virtues grac'd. 
The prefent age contends with all the paft ; 
Him heaven a pattern did for hefoes form, 
Slow to advife, but eager to perform, 

* French King. 
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. In council calm, fierce as a dorm in fight. 
Danger his ijport, and labour his delight : 
To him the fleet and camp, the fea and field. 
Did equal harvcfts of bright glory yield. 
No lefs each civil virtue him commends. 
The bcft of fubje£l:s, brothers, matters, friends 5 
To merit juft, to needy virtue kind. 
True to his word, and conflant to his friend : 
What 's well refolv'd as bravely he purfues, 
Fix*d in his choice, as careful how to chufe. 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart. 
And Virtue came by nature, not by art : 
Where glory calls, andCaefar gives command. 
He flies ; his pointed thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian fleet ehdeavour'd, but in vain. 
The tempefl of his fury to fuilain : 
ShatterM and torn, before his flags they fly 
Like doves that the exalted eagle fpy. 
Ready to Hoop and feize them from on high : 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Above die waves lifting his awful head. 
He fmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein. 
In triumph rides o'er the afTcited main ; 
And now returns, the watery empire won,' 
At Caefar's feet to lay his trident down. 
But who the fhouts and triumphs can relate 
Of the glad ifle that his return did wait ? 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the fhrand, 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the fand. 
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A joy too great to be by words expreft, 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every bread : 
So joy the many, but the wifer few 
The godlike prince with filent wonder view. 
The grateful fenate his high afts confeis 
In a vafl gift, but than his merit Icfs. 
Britannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britannicus ! ihe knows no other name; 
The people's darling, and the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
Shall he, (ball ever he, who now commands 
So many thoufand hearts, and tongues, and hands; 
Shall ever he, by feme ftrange crime of fate. 
Fall under the ignoble vulgar*s hate ? 
Who knows ? the turns of Fortune who can tell ? 
Who fix her globe, or flop the rolling wheel ? 
The crowd 's a fea, whofe wants run high or low. 
According as the winds, their leaders, blow. 
All calm and fraooth, till from fome corner flies 
An envious blafl, that makes the billows rife : 
The blaft, that whence it comes, or where it gocs> 
We know not, but where-e*er it lifts it blows. 
Was not of old the Jewilh rabble's cry 
Hofanna firfl, and after crucify ? 

Now Byrfa with full orb illuflrious fhone, 
With beams reflefted from his glorious fon ; 
All power his own, but what was given to thofe 
That counfellors by him from rebels rofe ; 
But, rais'd fo far, each now difdains a firfl, 
The taile of power does but inflame the thirll. 

With 
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With envious eyes they Bryia's glories fee. 
Nor think they can be great, while lefs than he. 
Envy their cunning fharpenM, and their wit. 
Enough before for treacherous councils fit : 
T* accufc him openly not yet they dare. 
But fubtly by degrees his fall prepare r 
They knew by long-experienc'd defert 
How near he grew rooted to Caefar's heart? 
To move him hence, required no common fkjltp 
But what is hard to a refolved will ? 
They found his public anions all confpire,. 
Wifely apply*d, to favour their defire : 
But one they want their venom to fuggeft, 
And make it gently flide to Caefar's bread : 
Who fitter than * Villerius for this part ? 
And him to gain requir'd but little art, 
For mifchief was the darling of his heart. 
A compound of fuch parts as never yet 
In any one of all God's creatures met : 
Not fick men's dreams fo various or fo wild, 
Or of fuch difagreeing fhapes cpmpil'd ; ■ 
Yet, through all changes of his fliifting fcene^ 
Still conftant to bujOfoon and harlequin, 
A» if he *ad made a prayer, than his of old 
More foolifti, that turn'd all he touched to gold. 
God granted him to play th* eternal fool, 
And all he handled turn to ridicule. 

* Duke of Buckingham. 

Thus 
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Thus a new Midas truly he appears. 
And fhews, through all difguife, his afles ears* 
Did he the weightieft bufmefs of the ftate 
At council or in fenate-houfe debate, 
King, country, all, he for a jeft would quit. 
To catch fome little flalh of paltry wit : 
How full of gravity foe'er he ftruts. 
The ape in robes will fcramble for his nuts ; 
Did he all laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blafpheme his God, or give his king the lye ; 
Adultery, murders, or ev*n worfe, commit, 
•Still 'twas a jeft, and nothing but flieer wit : 
At lall this edg'd-tool wit, his darling fport. 
Wounded himfelf, and banifh'd him the court : 
Like common jugglers, or like common whores. 
All his tricks ihewn, he was kick'd out of doors. 
Not changed in humour by his change of place. 
He ftill found company to fuit his grace ; 
Mountebanks, quakers, chemifts, trading varlets. 
Pimps, players, city fheriffs, and fuburb harlots ; 
War his averlion, once he heard it roar. 
But, " Damn him if he ever hear it more !" 
And there you may believe him, though he fwore. 
But with play-houfes, wars, immortal wars. 
He wag'd, and ten years rage produced a * farce. 
As many rolling years he did employ. 
And hands almoft as many, to deftroy 
Heroic rhyme, as Greece to ruin Troy. 
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Once more, fays Fame, for battle he prepares. 
And threatens ihymers with a fecond farce : 
But, if as long for this as that we ftay. 
He '11 finifh Clevedon fooner than his play. 

This precious tool did the new ftatcfmcn ufe 
In Caefar's breath their whifpers to infufe : 
Sufpicion 's bred by gravity, beard, and gown ; 
But who fufpe£ts the madman and, buffoon ? 
Drolling Villerius this advantage had. 
And all his jefls fober imprefiions made : 
Befides, he knew to chufe the fofteft hour. 
When Caefar for a while forgot his power. 
And, coming tir'd from empire's grand affairs,. 
In the free joys of wine relaxed his cares. 
'Twas then he play'd the fly fuccefsful fool. 
And ferious mifchief did in ridicule. 
Then he with jealous thoughts his prince could fill. 
And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, difcourfe, and decent ftate. 
He pleafantly the ape could imitate, 
And foon as a contempt of him was bred. 
It made the way for hatred to fucceed. 

Gravities diiguife 

The greatcfl jeft of all, " he'd needs be wife — " 

[Here the writer left off.] 



OVID, 



94 DUKE'S POEM 5. 

OVID, BOOK I. ELEGYV. 

•npWAS noon, when I, fcorch*d with the double fire 

•*• Of the hot fun and my more hot deiire, 
Stretch'd on my downy couch at eafe was laid. 
Big with expectance of the lovely maid. 
The curtains but half drawn, a light let in. 
Such as in (hades of thickeft groves is feen ; 
Such as remains when the fun flies away, 
Or when night *s gone, and yet it is not day. 
This light to modeft maids muft be allow'd. 
Where fhame may hope its guilty head to (hrowd. 
And now my love, Corinna, did appear, 
Loofe on her neck fell her divided hair ; 
Looie as her flowing gown, that wanton'd in the air. 
In fuch a garb, with fuch a grace and mien. 
To her rich bed approach'd th* Affyrian queen. 
So LaXs look'd, when all the youth of Greece 
With adoration did her charms confefs. 
Her envious gown to pull away I try*d. 
But fhe refifted ftill, and ftill deny'd ; 
But fb refifled, that fhe feem'd to be 
Unwilling to obtain the vi6lory. 
So I at lafl an eafy conqueft had, 
Whilfl my fair combatant herfelf betray'd : 
But, when fhe naked flood before my eyes. 
Cods ! with what charms difl fhe my foul furprize ! 
What fnowy arms did I both fee and feel ! 
With what xich globes did her foft bofom fwell ! 

Plump, 
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Plump, as ripe clutters, ro(e each glowing breaily 

Courting the hand, and fueing to be prell ! 

In every limb what various charms were ipread. 

Where thoufand little Loves and Graces play*d ! 

One beauty did through her whole body ihine. 

I faw, admirM, and prefs'd it clofe to mine. 

The jeft, who knows not ? Thus entranc'd we lay, 

Till in each other's arms we dy'd away ; 

O give me fuch a noon (ye gods) to every day. 
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HORACE, BOOK II. ODE lY.* 

BLUSH not, my friend, to own the love 
Which thy fair captive's eyes do move : 
Achilles, once the fierce, the brave, 
Stoop'd to the beauties of a flave ; 
Tecmeifa's charms could overpower 
A jax her lord and conqueror i 
Great Agamemnon when fuccefs 
Did all his arms with conquefl blefs ; 
When He£ior's fail had gain'd hka more 
Than ten long rolling years before, 
By a bright captive virgin's eyes 
£v'n in the midll of triumph dies. 
You know not to what mighty line 
The lovely maid may make you join ; 
^ee but the charms her forrow wears, 
Ho common caufe could draw fuch tears t 
Thofe (breams fure that adorn her fo 
For lofs of royal kindred flow : 

* See another imita^n of dus ode in Yaldcn't 
Poems, p. 376. Qjjj 
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Oh ! think not fo divine a thing 

CoulA from the bed of commons fpring j 

Whofe faith could fo unmov'd remain. 

And Co averfe to fordid gain, 

Was never bom of any race 

That might the noblcft love difgrace. 

Her blooming face, her fnowy arms. 

Her well-fliap'd legs, and all her charms 

Of her body and her face, 

I, poor I, may fafely praife. 

Sulpeft not, Love, the youtlifal rage 

From Horace's declining age. 

But think remov'd, by forty years, 

All his flames and all thy fears. 
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TF ever any injured power, 

•*■ By which the falfe Barine fwore, 

Falfe, fair Barine, on thy head 

Had the leaft mark of vengeance fhed j 

If but a tooth or nail of thee 

Had fulFerM by thy perjury, 

I Ihould believe thy vows ; but thou 

Since perjured doft more charming grow. 

Of all our youth the public care. 

Nor half fo f^lfe as thou art fair. 

It thrives with thee to be forfworn 

By thy dead mother's facred urn, 

- By 
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By heaven and all the (brd that fhine 
Without, and every god within : 
Venus hears this, and all the while 
At thy empty vows does fmiley 
Her nymphs all fmile, her little fon 
Does fmile, and to his quiver run ; 
Does finile, and fall to whet his darts. 
To wound for thee frefli lovers hearts. 
See all the youth does thee obey. 
Thy train of flaves grows every day ; 
Nor leave thy former fubje£b thee. 
Though oft they threaten to be free. 
Though oft with vows falTe as thine are. 
Their forfworn miftrefe they foriwear. 
Thee every careful mother fears 
For her fon*s blooming tender years ; 
Thee frugal fires, thee tlie young bride 
In Hymen's fetters newly ty*d, 
Left thou detain by ftronger charms ^ , 
Th' expefted hulband from her arms. 

HORACE AND LYDIA. 
BOOK III. ODE IX. 

HORACE. 

WHILST I was welcome to your heart, 
'In which no happier youth had part. 
And, full of more prevailing charms. 
Threw round your neck his dearer arms, 

H I flourilh*d 
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I flouriih'd richer and more bkft 
Than the great monarch of the eaft. 
L Y D I A. 
Whilft all thy foiil with me was fill'd. 
Nor Lydia did to Chloe yield, 
Lydia^ the celebrated name. 
The only theme of verfe and fame, 
I flouriih'd more than ihe renown'd, 
Whofe godlike fon our Rome did found. 

HORACE. 

Me Chloe now, whom every Mufe 
And every Grace adorns, fubdues $ 
For whom I *d gladly die, to (avc 
Her dearer beauties from the grave. 

LYDIA. 

Me lovely Calais does fire 
With mutual flames of fierce defire ; 
For whom I twice would die, to faye 
His youth mqre precious from the grave. 

Horace. 
What if our former loves return. 
And our firft fires again (hould burn; 
If Chloe *s banilh'd, to make way 
For the forfaken Lydia ? 

LYDIA. 

Though he is fhining as a ilar, 
Conflant and kind as he is fair ; 
Thou light as cork, rough as the fea. 
Yet I would live, would die with thee. 
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THE CYCLOPS. 

Theocritus, Idyll. XI. 

INSCRIBED TO DR. SHORT. 

O SHORT, no herb, no falve, was ever found 
To cafe a lover's heart, or heal his wound ; 
No medicine this prevailing ill fubdues, 
None, but the charms of the condoling Mufe : 
Sweet to the fenie, and eafy to the mind. 
The cure j but hard, but very hard, to find. 
This you well know, and furcly none fo well. 
Who both in Phyfic*^s facred art excel. 
And in Wit's orb among the brighteft Ihine, 
The- love of Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine. 

Thus fweetly fad of old, the Cyclops ftrove 
To foften his uneafy hours of love. 
Then, when hot youth urg'd him to fierce defjre. 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire. 
His xwas no common fiame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of love ; 
Nor flowers nor fruits fent to oblige the fair. 
Nor more to pleafe curPd his neglefted hair ^ 
His was all rage, all madnefs ; to his mind 
No other cares their wonted entrance find. 
Oft from the field his flock retum'd alone,. « 

Unheeded, unobferv'd : he on fome ftone,. 
Or craggy cliff, to the deaf winds and fesi 
Accttfing Galatea's cruelty ; 

H * Till 
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Till night, from the firft dawn of opening dayj^ 

Confumes with inward heat, and melts away. 

Yet then a cure, the only cure, he found. 

And thus apply 'd it to the bleeding wound ; 

From a fteep rock, from whence he might funrey 

The flood (the bed where his lov'd fea-nymph lay), 

His drooping head with ibrrow bent l^e hung, 

And thus his griefs calmM with his mournful fbng. 

** Fair Galatea, why is ail my pain 

** Rewarded thus ? loft love with (harp difdain ? 

** Fairer than falling liiow or riling light, 

*' Soft to the touch as charming to the light ; 

** Sprightly as unyok*d heifers, on whofe head 

** The tender crefcents but begin to Ipread ; 

** Yet, cruel, you to hadhnefs more incline, 

** Than unripe grapes pluck*d from the favage vine. 

** Soon as my heavy eye-lids feal'd with Aeep, 

** Hither you come out from the foaming deep; 

*' But, when lleep leaves me, you together fly, 

** And vanifh fwiftly from my opening eye, 

" Swift as young lambs when the fierce \volf they fpy. 

** I well remember the firft fatal day 

" That made my heart your beauty's eafy prey, 

" 'Twas when the flood you, with my mother, left, 

*' Of all its brightnefs, all its pride, bereft, 

** To gather flowers from the (Uep mountain's topi 

'< Of the high oflice proud, I led you up ; 

" To hyacinths and rofes did you bring, 

*^ And fliew'd you all the tieafures- of the ipring* 

"Bur 
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*' But from that hour my foul has knowh no reft, 

** Soft peace is banifh'd from my tortur'd breafl : 

" I rage, I burn. Yet ftill regardlcfs you 

" Not the leaft fign of melting pity fhew : 

" No J by the gods that fhall revenge my pain ? 

** No ; you, the more I love, the more difdaiVi. 

*' Ah ! nymph, by every grace adorn'd, I know ' 

" Why you defpife and fly the Cyclops fo j 

*^ Becauie a fhaggy brow from fide to fide, 

" Stretch'd in a line, does my large forehead hide ; 

** And under that one only eye does ihinc, 

** And my flat nofe to my big lips docs join. 

** Such though I am, yet know, a thoufand (heep^ 

** The pride of the Sicilian hills,! keep ; 

** With fweeteft* milk they fill my flowing pails, 

*' And my vail flock of chcefes never fails ; 

*' In fummer's heat, or winter's fharpeft cold, 

" My loaded flielves groan with the weight they hold. 

** With fuch foft notes I the flirill pipe infyire,- 

*• That every liftening Cyclcq>s does admire ; 

** While with it often I all night proclaim 

** Thy powerful charms, and my fuccefslefs flame. 

** For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, I feed ; 

«* And four bear-^cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 

" Ah ! come to me, fair nympli ! and you fliall find 

** Thefe are tht finalkft gifts for thee defign*d. 

** Ah ! come, and leave the angry waves to roar, 

**- And break thcmfelves againft the founding flwre. 

'' How' much more pleaiant would thy fl umbers be 

•* In the rctir'd and peaceful cave with mc ! 

H 3 " There 
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** There the ftreig^t cyprefs and green laurel join, 

** And creeping ivy clafps the clufter'd vine ; 

** There frelh, cool rills, from -Etna's pureft fnow, 

'* DijQTolv'd into ambrofial liquor, flow. 

** Who the wild waves and blackiih fea could chufe, 

** And thefe ftill (hades and thefe fweet ftreams refufe ? 

** But if you fear that I, o'er-grown with hair, * 

** Without a fire defy the winter air, 

*' Know I have mighty ftores of wood, and know 

** Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. 

** My foul, my life itfelf fhould bum for thee, 

'' And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 

** Why was not I with fins, like fiflies, made, 

** That I, like them, might in the deep have play'd ? 

** Then would I dive beneath the yielding tide, 

** And kifs your hand, if you your lips deny'd. 

** To thee I 'd lilies and red poppies bcaf , 

** And flowers that crown each feaibn of the year. 

«* But I 'm refolv*d I *11 learn to fwim and dive 

" Of the next ftranger that does here arrive, 

" That til' undifcovcr*d pleafures I may know 

'^ Which you enjoy in the deep flood below, 

** Come forth, O nymph ! and coming forth forget, 

** Like me that on this rock unmindful fit 

" (Of all things dfe unmindful but of thee), 

** Home to return forget, and live with me. 

" With me the fweet and pleafing labour chufe, 

** To feed the flock, and milk the burthen'd ewes, 

** To prefs the cheefe^ and the Iharp rumiet to infufe. 

♦♦My 
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" My mother does unkindly ufe her fon, 

<* By her negleft the Cyclop* is undone ; 

*' For me fhe never labours to prevail, 

" Nor whifpers in your ear my amorous tale. 

*< No ; though fhe knows I languifh every day, 

** And fees my body wafte, and ftrength decay, 

** But I more ills than what I feel will feign > 

** And of my head and of my feet complain j 

** That, in her breaft if any pity lie, 

'* She may be fad, and griev'd, as well as I. 

" O Cyclops, Cyclops, where 's thy reafon fled > 
** If your young lambs with new-pluck'd boughs you fed, 
** Anctwatch'd your flock, would you not feem morewifej 
** Milk what is next, purfue not that which flies. 
** Perhaps you may, fince this proves fo unkind, 
'* Another fairer Galatea find. 
" Me many virgins as I pafs invite 
*< To wafte with them in lovers foft fports the night ; 
** And, if I but incline my tiftening ear, 
** New joys, new (iniles, in all their looks appear. 
** Thus we, it feems, can be belov'd ; and we, 
** It feems, are fomebody as well as (he !" 

Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire, 
And footh'd with gentle verfe his fierce dcfire ; 
Thus pafs*d his hours with more delight and ea(c. 
Than if the riches of the world were his. 
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TO C iE L I A. 

'TLY fvvift, ye hours j ye iluggiffi minutes, fly 5 

"*■ Bring back my love, or let her lover die. 

Make hafle, O fun, and to my eyes once more. 

My Caelia brighter than thyfelf reflore. 

In fpite of thee, *tis night when (he *s away. 

Her eyes alone can the glad beams difplay. 

That makes my iky look clear, and guide my day. 

O when will Ihe lift up her facred light. 

And chafe away the flying fliades of night ! 

With her how fail the flowing hours run on I 

But oh ! how long they flay when ihe is gone ! 

So flowly time when cloggM with grief does move 5 

So iwift when borne upon the wings of love ! 

Hardly three days, they tell me, yet are pafl j 

Yet 'tis an age fince I beheld her lail. 

O, my aufpicious ftar, make haile to riie, 

To charm our hearts, and blefs our longing eyes ! 

O, .how I long on thy dear eyes to gaze. 

And chear my own with their reflefted rays ! 

How my impatient, thirily foul does long 

To hear the charming mufic of thy tongue ! 

Where pointed wit with folid judgment grows. 

And in one eafy ilream united flows. 

Whene'er you fpcak, with what delight we hear. 

You call up every foul to every year ! 

Kature 
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Kature 's too prodigal to womankind, 
E?'n where (he does negleft t' adorn the mind 5 
Beauty alone bears fuch refiftlefs fway. 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obey. 
But, oh ! when wit and fctife with beauty *s join*d» 
The woman's iwcetnefs with the manly mind | 
When nature with fo juft a hand does mix 
The moft engaging charms of either fex j 
And out of both that thus in one combine 
Does (bmething form not human but divine^ 
What 's her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleft work of her almighty power ! 
Nor ought our zeal thy anger to create, 
Since love 's thy debt, nor is our choice, but fatcw 
Where nature bids, worfhip I 'm forc'd to pay^ 
Nor have the liberty to difobey ; 
And whenfoe'er fhe does a poet make, 
J5hc gives him verfe but for thy beauty's fake. 
Had I a pen that could at once impart 
Soft Ovid's nature and high Virgil's art. 
Then the immortal SachariiTa's name 
Should be but fecond in the lift of fame ; 
Each grove, each. (hade, ihould with thy praife be fiU'dL 
And the fam*d Penfhurft to our Windfor yield. 
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SPOKEN TO THE QJJEEN, 

IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEW COURT. 

'T'HOU equal partner of the royal bed, 
•*• That mak'ft a crown fit foft on Charles's head ; 
In whom, with greatnefs virtue takes her feat, 
Meeknefs with power, and piety with ftate ; 
^hofe goodnefs might ev'n factious crowds reclaim^ 
"Win the feditious, and the favage tame ; 
Tyrants diemfelves to gentleft mercy bring. 
And only ufelefs is on fuch a king ! 
See, mighty princefs, fee how every breaft 
With joy and wonder is at once pofleft : 
Such was the joy which the firft mortals knew. 
When gods defcended to the people's view. 
Such devout wonder did it then afford, 
To fee thofe powers they had unfeen ador'd. 
But they were feign*d j nor, if they had been true. 
Could Ihed more bleflings on the earth than you : 
Our courts, enlarged, their former bounds difdain. 
To make reception for fo great a train : 
•Here may your facrcd breaft rejoice to fee. 
Your own age ftrive with ancient piety ; 
Soon now, fmce bleft by your aufpicious eyes. 
To full perfeftion (hall our fabric rife. 
Lefs powerful charms than yours of old could call 
The willing ftones into the Theban wall. 
And ours, which now its rife to you fhall owe, 
More fam'd than that by yoiir great name ihall grow. 

FLO- 
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F L O R I A N A, 

A Pastoral, upon the Death of her Grace Mart 
Duchefs of Southampton 1680. 

Damot^. 

TELL mC||^y Thyrfis, tell thy Damon, \9hy 
Does my lov'd fwain in this fad pofture lie ? 
What mean thefe ftreams ftill falling from thine eyes, 
Faft as thofe fighs from thy fvvoln bofom rife ? 
Has the fierce woif broke throu^ the fenced ground ?* 
Have thy lambs flray'd ? or has Dorinda fpown'd ? 
Thyrsis. The wolf? Ah! let him come, for 
now he may : 
Have thy lambs ftray*d ? let them for ever ftray : 
Dorinda frown'd ? No, ftie is ever mild ■; 
Nay, I remember but juft now (he fmil'd -t 
Alas ! flie fmil'd^ for to the lovely maid 
None had the fatal tidings yet convey*d« ^ 

Tell me then, ihepherd, tell me, canil thou find 
As long as thou art true, and fhe is kind, 
A grief fo great, as may jH^vail above 
£v'n Damon's friendihip, or Dorinda's love ? 

Dam« Sure there is none. Thyr. But, Damon^ 
there may be. 
What if the charming Floriana die ? 

Dam. ^ be the omen! Thyr. Butfuppofeittrue? ' 
Dam. Then ihould I grieve, my Thyrfis, more 
than yott* 

Sh« 
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She is— Thyr. Alas ! (he was, but is no more : 
Now, Damon, now, let thy fwoln eyes run o'er : 
Here to this turf by thy (ad Thyrfis grow. 
And, when my (breams of grief too iballow floW| 
Let-in thy tide to raife the torrent high, 
Till both a deluge make, and in it die 

Dam. Then, that to this wilh*d height the flood 
might fwell, 
Friend, I will tell thee.— Thy R. Fri( 

tell. 
How young, how good, how beautiful (he fell, 
Oh ! fhe was all for which fond mothers pray, 
Blcfling their babes when firft they fee the day. 
Beauty and (he were one, for in her face 
Sat fweetnefs temper*d with majeftic grace ; 
Such powerful charms as might the prouded awe, 
, Yet fuch attraftive goodnefs as might draw 
The humbleft, and to both give equal law. ' 
How was (he wonder'd at by every fwain ! 
The pride, the light, the goddefs of the pl^ ! 
On all Ihe (hin'd, and fpreading glories caft 
Diifufive of hcrfelf, where-e'er (he paft. 
There breath'd an air fweet as the winds diat blow 
From the ble(l (horcs where fragrant (pices grow : 
Ev'n me (bmctimes (he with a fmile would grace. 
Like the fun (hining on the vileft place. 
!Nor did Dorinda bar roe the delight 
Of feafting on her eyes my longing fight : 
But to a being fo fubliroe, fo pure, - 
Spared my devotion, of my love fecure. 

Dam. 
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Dam. Her beauty fuch : but Nature did defign 
That only as an anfwerable Ihrine 
To the divinity that's lodg*d within. , 
Her foul fliin*d through, and made her form fa bright^ 
As clouds are gilt by the^fun*s piercing light. 
In her fmooth forehead we might read expreil 
The even calmnefs of her gentle breaft : 
And in her fparkling eyes as clear was writ 
The aftive vigour of her youthful wit. 
Each beauty of the body or the face 
Was but the fhadow of fome inward grace. 
Gay, fprightly, chearful, free, and unconfin'd. 
As innocence could make it, was her mind ; 
Yet prudent, though not tedious nor fevere. 
Like thofe who, being dull, would grave appear j 
Who out of guilt do chearfulnefs dcfpifc. 
And, being fullen, hope men think them wife. 
How would the liftening Ihepherds round her throng, 
Td catch the words fell from her charming tongue 1 
She all with her own fpirit and foul infpir'd. 
Her they all lov'd, and her they all admir'd. 
Ev*n mighty Pan,, whofe powerful hand fuftains 
The fovereign crook that mildly awes the plains. 
Of all his cares made her the tendered part. 
And great Louifa lodg'd her in her heart, 

Th YR. Who would not now a folemn mourning keep. 
When Pan hirafelf and fair Louifa weep ? 
When thofe bleft eyes, by the kind gods dehgn'd 
To cheriih nature, and delight xnankind, 

I AU 
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All drown*d in tears, melt into gentler ihowert 
Than April-drops upon the fpringing flowers ? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis fhed. 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead ; 
About her, ail her little weeping Loves 
Ungirt her Ceftos, and unyok'd her doves. 

Dam. Come, pious nymphs, with fair Louiia come. 
And vifit gentle Floriana's tomb ; 
And, as ye walk the melancholy round. 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the ground, 
With your chafte hands frefh flowers and odours ihed 
About her lafl obfcure and filent bed ; 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
** Soft be her pillow, and her flumber fwect !** 

Th YR. See where they come, a mom nful lovely train 
As ever wept on fair Arcadia's plain : 
Louifa, mournful far above the reft. 
In all the charms of beauteous forrow drefl ; 
Juft are her tears, when.flie reflefts how foon 
A beauty, fecond only to her own, 
Flourifli*d, look'd gay, was wither'd, and is gone ! 

Dam^.O, flieis gone ! gone like a new-bom flower. 
That d^ck'd fome virgin queen's delicious bower ; 
Tom from the flalk by forae untimely blaft. 
And 'mongft the vileft weeds and rubbiih caft : 
Yet flowers return, and coming (prings difcloie 
The lily whiter, and more frefli the rofc ; 
But no kind feafon back her charms can bring. 
And Floriana Jias no fecond fpring* 

Thyr. 
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Thyr. O, Ihc is fet ! fet like the falling ftuii 
Darkncfs is round us, and glad day is gone ! 
Alas ! the fun that *s fet, again will rife. 
And gild with richer beams th& morning-ikies ; 
But beauty, though as bright as they it ihinesy 
When its ihort glory to the Weft declines, 
O, there 's no hope of the returning light ; 
But all is long oblivion, and eternal night ! 

TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OP 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHELn. 

T Thought, forgive my fm, the boafted fire 

-■• Of poets* fouls did long ago expire ; 

Of folly or of madnefs did accufe 

The wretch that thought himfelf poffcft with Mufc i 

Laugh'd at the god within, that did infpire 

WitTi more than human thoughts the tuneful choir j 

But fure *tis more than fancy, or the dream 

Of rfiymers flumbering by the Mufes* ftream. 

Some livelier fpark of heaven, and more refin'd 

From earthy drofs, fills the great Poet's mind : 

Witnefs thefe mighty and immortal lines. 

Through each of which th* informing genius (hines : 

Scarce a diviner flame infpir*d the King, 

Of whom thy Mufe does fo fublimely fing : 

Not David's felf could in a nobler verfe 

His glorioufly-oflfending Son rehearfe ; 

* Mr. Dryden publifhed it without his name. 

Though 
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Though in his breaft the Prophet's fury met. 
The Father's fondnefs, and the Poet's wit. 
Here all confent in wonder and in praife, 
Amd to the unknown Poet altars raife : 
Which thou muft needs accept with equal joy 
As when ^neas heard the wars of Troy, 
Wrapt up himfelf in darknefs and unfeen, 
Extoird with wonder by the Tyrian queen. 
Sure thou already art fecure of fame, 
Kor want'fl: new glories to exalt thy name : 
What Father elfe would have refus'd to own • 
So great a Son as god-like Abfalom } 



EPITHALAMIUM 

UPON THE 

Marriage of Captain William Bedlob« 

** Ille ego qui quondam gracili modulatus avaena, 
<* Arma virumque cano." 

I, he, who fung of humble Oates before, 
. Kow fmg a Captain and a Man of War. 



GODDESS of Rhyme, that didft infpire ^ 
The Captain with poetic fire. 
Adding frefli laurels to rfiat brow 
Where thofe of viftory did grow, 
And Atelier ornaments may flbuiiih now t' 
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If thou art well recover'd fince 

" The Excommunicated Prince ♦;" 

For that important tragedy 

Would have kill*d any Mufe but thee ; 

"Hither with fpeed, Oh ! hither move ; 

Pull buikins off, qnd, fince to love 

The ground is holy that you tread in, 

Dance bare -foot at the Captain's wedding. 

See where he comes, and by his fide 
His charming fair angelic bride : 
Such, or lefs lovely, was the dame 
So much rcnown'd, Fulvia by namcy 
With whom of old Tully did join. 
Then when his art did undermine 
The horrid Popifh plot of Catiline. 
Oh faireft nymph of all Great Britain I 
(Though thee my eyes I never fet on) 
Blufh not on thy great lord to fmile, 
Tlie fecond faviour of our ifle j 
What nobler Captain could have led 
Thee to thy long'd-for marriage-bed : 
For know that thy all-daring Will is 
As flout a hero as Achilles ; 
And as great things for thee has done, 
As Palmerin or th* Knight of th' Sun, 
And is himfelf a whole romance alone;. 
Let confcious Flanders (peak, and be 
The witnefs of his chivalry. 
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* A Tragedy, by Captain Bedloo, (6^i. > 
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Yet that *s not all, his very word 
Has flain as many as his fword : 
Though common bullies with their oaths 
Hurt little till they conle to blows, 
Yet all his mouth-granadoes kill, 
And favc the pains of drawing ftceL 
This hero thy refiftlefs charms 
Have won to fly into thy arms ; 
For think not any mean deiign. 
Or the inglorious itch of coin, 
Could ever have his breaft control'd,. 
Or make him be a Have to gold ; 
His love *s as freely given to thee 
As to the king his loyalty, 
.^hen, oh, receive thy mighty prize 
"With open arms and wifhing eyes, 
Kifs that dear face, where may be (een 
His worth and parts that Ikulk within j 
That face, that juftly ftyl'd may be 
As true a difcovercr as he. 
Think not he ever falfe will prove. 
His well-known truth fecures his love; 
Do you a while divert his cares 
From his important grand affairs : 
Let him have refpite now a while, - 
From kindling the mad rabble's zeal : 
Zeal, that is hot as fire, yet dark and blind. 
Shews plainly where its birth-place we may find. 
In hell, where though dire flames for ever glow. 
Yet 'tis the place of utter darknefs too. 

Bttt 
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t to his bed be fure be true 
he to all the world and you, 
all-your plots will elfe betray 
I ye She-Machiavels can lay. 
all defigns, you know, has found, 
ough hatched in hell or under ground ; 
: to the world fuch fecrets (hew 
fcarce the plotters themfelves knew ; 
t, if by chance you hap to fin, 
d Love, while Honour 's napping, ihould creep in, 
t be difcreet, and do not boaft 
th* treafbn by the common poft. 
fhalt thou llili make him love on ; 
1 virtue *s in difcretion. 
thou with him fhalt fhine, and be 
great a patriot as he ; 
d when, as now in Chrifhnas, all 
' a new pack of cards do call, 
other Popifh pack comes out 
pleafe the cits, and charm the rout : 
ou, mighty queen, fhalt a whole fuit command, 
:iown upon thy head> and fceptre in thy hand ! 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF 
GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 

AND THE 

LADY ANNE. 



J'T' WAS Love conduced through the BiitKh main, 

■*■ On a more high defign the royal Dane, 
Than when of old with an invading hand s 
His fierce forefathers came to fpoil the land : 
And love has gain'd him by a nobler way, 
A braver conqueft and a richer prey. 

For battles won J" and countries fav'd rcnownM, 
Shaded with laurels, and with honours crown'd. 
From fields with llaughter ftrew'd, the hero came. 
His arms neglefted, to purfue his flame. 
Like lyiars returning from the noble chace 
Of flying nations tlirough the plains of Thnce, 
When, deck'd with trophies and adom'd with ijpoilsy 
He meets the goddefs that rewards his toils ! 
But, oh ! what tranfports did his heart invade 
When firft he faw the lovely, royal maid ! 
Fame, that fo high did her perfefdons raife, 
Seem'd now detra6Hon, and no longer praife ! 
AU'that could noblcfl minds to love engage^ 
Or into foftnefs melt the foldier's mge, 

Afl 
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All that could fprcaci abroad refiftlefs fire. 
And eager wifhes raife, and fierce defirc, 
All that was charming, all that was above 
Ev*n poets fancies, though refin*d by love, 
All native beaiity dreft by every grace 
Of fweetcft youth fat fliining in her face ? 
Where, where is now the generous fury gone. 
That through thick troops urg*d the wing'd warrior on ? 
Where now the fpirit that aw'd the lifted field ; 
Created to command, untaught to yield ? 
It yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle fway. 
And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 
See at thy feet, illuftrious princefs, thrown 
All the rich fpoils the mighty hero won ! 
His fame, his laurels, are thy beauties due. 
And all his conquefts arc outdone by you : 
Ah ! lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 
A tHbute fit for thofc viflorious eyes ! 
Ah ! generous maid, pafs not relentlefs by, 
Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die ! 
Though unexperienced youth fond fcruples move^ 
And blulhes rife but at the name of love ; 
Though over all thy thoughts and every fenfc 
The guard is placM of virgin innocence j 
Yet from thy father's generous blood we know 
Refpcft foi- valour in thy breaft does glow ; 
'Tis but agreeing to thy royal birth, 
To fmile on virtue and heroic worth, 
Love, in fuch noble feeds of honour fown. 
The chaftcft virgin need not blufli to own. 

I 3 Whom 
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Whom would thy royal father fooner find, 
In thy lov'd arms to his high lineage join'd. 
Than him, whom fuch exalted virtues crown, 
That he might think them copy'd from his own ? 
Who to the field equal defires did bring. 
Love to his brother, fervice to his king. 
Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, 
Refcued at once, and back in triumph led, 
Forcing his palTage through the ilaughter'd Swede 
Such virtue him to thy great fire commends. 
The beft of princes, fubjefts, brothers, friends ! 
The people's wonder, and the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
What can fuch charms refift ? The royal maid, 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid j 
But love, ftill growing as her fears decay, 
Confcnts at laft, and gives her heart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the nuptials crownM, 
And with glad (houts the ftreets and palace found ! 
Illuftrious pair ! fee what a general joy 
Does the whole land's united voice employ ! 
From you they omens take of happier years. 
Recall loft hopes, and banifli all their fears : 
Let boding planets threaten from above. 
And fuUen Saturn join with angry Jove : 
Your more aufpicious flames, that here unite, 
Vanquifh the malice of their mingled light ! 
Heaven of its bounties now fhall lavifli grow, 
And in full tides unenvy'd bleifings flow ! 

The 
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The fliakcn throne more furely fixM ihall ftand. 

And curs'd rebellion fly the happy land J 

At your bleft union civil difcords ceafe, 

Confufion turns to order, rage to peace ! 

So, when at firft in Chaos and old Night 

Hot things with cold, and moift with dry did fight. 

Love did the warring feeds to union bring, 

And over all things ftretch'd his peaceful wing. 

The jarring elements no longer ftrove. 

And a world (laited forth, the beauteous work of Love ! 



ON THE DEATH OF 

KING CHARLES THE SECOND,, 

AND. THE INAGURATION OF 

KING JAMES. THE SECOND.. 

TF the indulgent Mufe (the only cure 

* For all the ills afflifted minds endure. 

That fweetens forrow, and makes fadnefs pleafe,. 

And heals the heart by telling its difeafe) 

Vouchfafe her aid, we alfo will prefumc 

With humble verfe t' approach the facred tomb;. 

There ilowing ftreams of pious tears will flied, 

Sweet incenfc burn, frelh flowers and odours (pread, 

Our lafl fad ofierings to the royal dead ! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did blefs ! 
Our llrength in war, and our delight in peace ! 

14 Was 
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Was ever prince like him to mortals given ? 
So much the joy of eaith, and care of heaven ?' 
Under the preflure of unequal fate, 
Of fo ere£^ a mind and foul fo great ! 
So full of meeknefs and fb void of pride. 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide ! 
His kindly beams on the ungrateful foil 
Of this rebellious, flubborn, murmuring iflc 
Hatch'd plenty ; eafe and riches did beftow. 
And made the land with milk and honey flow ? 
Lefs bleft was Rome when mild Auguftus (way'd. 
And the glad world for love, not fear, obey'd. 
Mercy, like heaven's, his chief prerogative ! 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive ! 
Who lives, but felt his influence, and did fliatc 
His boundlefs goodnefs and paternal care > 
And, whilft with all th' endearing arts he ftrovc 
On every fubjeft's heart to feal his love. 
What bread fo hard, what heart of human make. 
But, foftening, did the kind impreflion take ? 
Belov'd and loving ! with fuch virtues grac'd. 
As might on common heads a crown have plac'd 1 
How IkilJ'd in all the myfteries of ftate ! 
How fitting to fuftain an empire's weight ! 
How quick to know ! how ready to advife ! 
How timely to prevent ! how more than fenates wi 
His words how charming, affable, and fweet ! 
How juft his cenfure ! and how Iharp his wit T 
How did his charming converfation pleale 
The blcft attenders oa his hours of eafe y 

6 V 
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Whttt gracioufly he deign* d to condefcend, 
Pleas 'd to exalt a fubjedl to a friend ! 
To the moft low how eafy of accefs ! 
Willing to hear, and longing to redrefs f 
His mercy knew no bounds of time or place, 
His reign was one continued aft of grace ! 
Good Titus could, but Charles could never fay. 
Of all his royal life, " he loft a day." 
Excellent prince ! O once our joy and care, 
Now our eternal grief and deep defpair ! 
O father ! or if aught than father *s more, 
How (hall thy children their fad lofs deplore > 
How grieve enough, when anxious thoughts recall" 
The mournful ft oiy of their fovereign's fall ? 
Oh ! who that fcen^ of forrow can difplay j 
When, waiting death, the fearlefs monarch lay ? 
Though great the pain and anguifii that he bore. 
His friends* and fubjefts* grief afilift him more t 
Yet even that, and coming fate, he bears ; 
But finks and faints to fee a brother's tears ! 
The mighty grief, that fwell'd his royal breaft. 
Scarce reach'd by thought, can't be by words^exprcft ? 
Grief for himfelf ! for grief for Charles is vain. 
Who now begins a new triumphant reign, 
Welcomed by all kind fpirits and faints above. 
Who fee themfelves in him, and their own likenefs love f 

What godlike virtues muft that prince adorn. 
Who can fo pleafe, while fuch a prince we mourn I 
Who clfe, but that great He, who now commands 
Th' united nation's voicc^ and hearts? and hand», 

Could 
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Could fo the love of a whole people gain. 

After fo excellent a monarch's reign • 

Mean Virtues after Tyrants may fucceed 

And pleafe ; but after Charles a James we need ! 

This, this is he, by whofe high aiSions grac'd 

The prefent age contends with all the paft : 

Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form. 

Slow to advife, but eager to perfocm ; 

In council calm, fierce as a ftorm in fight ! 

Danger his fport, and labour his delight. 

To him the fleet and camp, the fea and field, 

Do equal harvefts of bright glory yield ! 

Who caa forget, of royal blood how free. 

He did aflert the empire of the fca ? 

The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain, 

The tempeft of his fury to fuftain ; 

Shatter'd and torn before his flag they fly 

Like doves, that the exalted eagle fpy 

Ready to ftoop and feize them from on high. 

He, Neptune-like (when from his watery bed 

Serene and calm he lifts his awful head. 

And Caailes, and to his chariot gives the rein). 

In triumph rides o*er the alTertcd main ! 

Rejoicing crowds attend him on the flraod, 

Loud as the fea, and numerous as the (and ; 

So joy the many : but the wifer few 

The godlike prince with filent wonder view : 

A joy, too great to be by voice expreft, 

Shines in each eyc^ and beats in every bread : : 
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They faw him deftin'd for fome greater day, 
And in his looks the omens read of his imperial fway ! 
Kor do his civil virtues lefs appear, 
To perfect the illuftrious chara6ter; 
To merit juft, to needy virtue kind, 
True to his word, and faithful to his friend ! 
What 's well rcfolv'd, as firmly he purfucs ; 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chufe ! 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart j 
And virtue came by nature, not by art. 
Albion ! forget thy forrows, and adore 
That prince, v^ho all the bleflings does reftore, 
That Charles, the faint, made thee enjoy before ! 
'Tis done ; with turrets crown'd, I fee her rife. 
And tears are wip'd for ever from her eyes ! 



„i 



PROLOGUE 

TO N. L E E'S 
LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

T O N G has the tribe of poets on the ftage 
-"-^ GroanM under perfecuting critics' rage. 
But with the found of railing and of rhyme. 
Like bees imited by the tinkling chime. 
The little Hinging infefts fwarm the more. 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh ! ye leading voters of the Pit, 
That infe£t others with your too much witi 

That 
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That wcll-affefted members do feducc, 
And with your malice poifon half the houle f 
Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrary fway 
Shall be no more endur'd, but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler conduft we will chufe, 
And more indulgent to a trembling Mufe ; 
Women, for ends of government more fit. 
Women (hall rule the Boxes and the Pit, 
Give laws to Love, and influence to Wit. 
Find me one man of fenfe in all your roll, 
Whom fome one woman has not made a fool. 
Ev*n bufinefs, that intolerable load 
Under which man does groan, and yet is proud. 
Much better they could manage would they pleafe;. 
Tis not their want of wit, but love of ca(e. 
For, fpite of art, more wit in them appears. 
Though we boaft ours, and they diflemble theirs r 
Wit once was ours, and (hot up for a while. 
Set ihallow in a hot and barren foil j 
But when tranfplanted to a richer ground* 
Has in their Eden its perfeftion found. 
And 'tis but juft they fhould our wit invade, 
Whilft we fet up their painting patching trade; 
As for our courage, to our Ihame 'tis known. 
As they can raife it, they can pull it down* 
At their own weapons they our bullies awe, 
Faith ! let them make an anti-falick law ^ 
Prcfcribe to all Mankind, as well as Plays, 
And wear the breeches, as they wear the bays. 
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TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND. 

A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR* 

FROM HORACE, EPOD. VII. 

OH ! whither do yc nifh, and thus prepare 
To rouze again the fleeping war ? 
Has then fo little Engliih blood been fpilt 

On fea and land with equal guilt ? 
Not that again we might our arms advance. 

To check the infolent pride of France ; 
' Not- that once more we might in fetters bring 

An humble captive Gallic king ? 
But, to the wilh of the infulting Gaul, 

That we by our own hands ihould fall. 
.Nor wolves nor lions bear fo fierce a mind 5 

They hurt not their own favage kind : 
Is it blind rage, or zeal, more blind and ftrong, 

Or guilt, yet ftronger, drives you on ? 
Anfwer j but none can anfwer^ mute and pale 

They fland $ guilt does o*er words prevail : 
^Tis fo : heaven's juftice threatens us from high ; 

And a king's death from earth does cry ; 
£*er iince the martyr's innocent blood was fhed, 
Upon our fathers, and on ours, and on ^ur childrens* 
liead* 

TO 
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TO MR. CREECH, 
On his Translation of Lucretius. 

WH AT to begin would have been madnefs thought. 
Exceeds our praife when to perfe£tion brought; 
Who could believe Lucretius' lofty fong 
Could have been reach'd by any modem tongue ? 
Of all the fuitors to immortal fame, 
That by tranflations ftrove to raife a name. 
This was the teft, this the UlylTes* bow. 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Carus himfelf of the hard talk complains, 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains 5 
Mtich harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
To hold in bonds, Co eafy yet fo ftrong. 
The Greek philofophy and Latin fong. 
If then he boafls that round his facred head 
Frcfli garlands grow, and branching laurels fpread. 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
E'er gave, or any of their darlings wore ; 
What laurels fhould be thine, what crowns thy due, 
What garlands, mighty Poet, (hould be grac*d by you ! 
Though deep, though wondrous deep, his fenfe does 

flow. 
Thy (hining ftylc does all its riches flioW j 
So clear the {beam, that through it we defcry 
[ All the bright gems that at the bottom lie ; 

Here 
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Here you the troublers of our peace remove, 
Ignoble fear, and more ignoble love : 
Here we are taught how firft our race began. 
And by what fteps our fathers climbed to man ; 
To man as now he is— -with knowledge fiU'd 
In arts of peace and war, in manners (kill'd, 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the field ! 
Nature's firft ftate, which, well tranfpos'd and own*d 
(For owners in all ages have been found). 
Has made a * modern wit fo much rcnown'd. 
When thee we read, we find to be no more 
Than what was fung a thoafand years before. 

Thou only for this noble talk wert fit. 
To Ihame thy age to a juft fenfe of wit. 
By (hewing how the learned Romans writ. 
To teach fat heavy clowns to know their trade. 
And not turn wits, who were for porters made j 
But quit falfe claims to the poetic rage. 
For fquibs and craclters, and a Smiihfield ftage. 
Had Providence e'er meant that, in defpight 
Of art and nature, fuch dull clods ihould write^ 
Bavius and Maevius had been fav'd by Fate 
For Settle and for Shadwell to tranflate, 
As it fo many ages has for thee 
Prticrv'd4lie mighty work that now we ke, 

* Hobbes. 
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VIRGIL'S FIFTH ECLOGUE, 

THIE ^^RGUMENT. 

Mopfiis and Menalcas, n\'o very expert fhepherds ap a 
fong, begin one by confent to the memory of Daph- 
nis, who is fuppofed by the beft critics to reprefent 
Julius Caefar. Mopfus laments his death ; Menalcas 
proclaims his divinity. The whole Eclogue conlift- 
ing of an Elegy, and an Apotheofis. 

MENALCAS. 

TyrOPSUS, fmce chance does us together bring, 
•*-^-^ And you fo well can pipe, and I can fmg, 
Why fit we not beneath this fecret fhade, 
By elms and hazels mingling branches made ? 

M o p s u s. 
Your age commands refpeft ; and I obey. 
Whether you in this lonely copfe will ftay, 
Where weftem winds the bending branches fhake^ 
And in their play the ihades uncertain make ; 
Or whether to that filent cave you go, 
The better choice ! fee how the wild vines grow 
Luxuriant round, and fee how wide the^ ipready 
And in the cave their purple clufters ihed ! 

ME H AL C A 8, 

Amyntas only dares contend with you. 

M o P s u s. 
Ti^y not as well contend with Phoebus too > 

. . ' MENAL* 
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MENALCAS. 

Begin, begin ; whether the mournful flame 
Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon*8 fame^ 
Or Codrus* brawls, thy willing Mufe provoke j 
Begin j young Tityrus will tend the flock. 

M o P s u s* 
Yes, I '11 begin, and the fad fong repeat. 
That on the beech's bark I lately writ, 
And fet to fweeteft notes j yes, I '11 begin. 
And after that, bid you, ^royntas, fing. 

M'£ N A L C A S. 

As much as the moft humble fhrub that grows^ 
Yields to the beauteous blufhcs of the rofe. 
Or bending oficrs to the olive tree ; 
So much, I judge, Amyntas yields to thcc. 

M o p s u s. 
Shepherd, to this difcourfc here put an end. 
This is the cave j fit, and my verfe attend. 

M o p s u s. • 
When the fad fate of Daphnis reach'd their cars. 
The pitying nymphs dijflToly'd in pious tears. 
Witnefs, ye hazels, for ye heard their cries ; 
Witnefs, ye floods, fwoln with their weeping eye*. 
The mournful mother (on his body caft) 
Tlie fad remains of her cold fon embrac'd, 
And of th' unequal tyranny they us'd. 
The cruel gods and cruel fl:ars accus'd. 
Then did no fwain mind how his flock did thrive^ 
Nor thirfty herds to the cold river drive » • 

,K Thjl 
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The generous horfe turn'd from frefli flreams his head,. 

And on the fu'eeteft graft refused to feed. 

Daphnis, thy death ev*n fierceft lions moumM, 

And hiils and woods their cries and groans retum'd* 

Daphnis Armenian tigers* ftercenefs broke. 

And brought them willing to the facred yoke : 

Daphnis to Bacchus* worfhip did ordain 

The revels of his confecrated train ; 

The reeling priefts with vines and ivy crown'd, 

And their long fpears with clufter'd branches bounds 

As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn. 

As bulls the herd, as fields the ripen'd com ; 

Such grace, fuch ornament, wert thou to all 

That glory *d to be thine : fmce thy fad fall 

Ko more Apollo his glad prefence yields. 

And Pales* fclf forfakes her hated fields. 

Oft where the fineft barley we did fow, 

Barren wild oats and hurtful darnel grow ? 

And where foft^iolets did the vales adorn. 

The thiftlerifes, and the prickly thorn. 

Come, Ihepherds, ftrow wi*h flowers the hallow'd ground^ 

The facred fountains with thick boughs furronnd ; 

Daphnis theie rites requires z to Daphnis* praife. 

Shepherds, a tomb with this infcription raife ; 

** Here famd from earth to heaven I Daphnis lie 5 

" Fair was the flock I fed, but much more fair was I." 

MENAI,CA8. 

Such, divine Poet, to my ravilh'd cars 

Are the fvveet numbers of thy mournful verie^ 

* ■■'■" A» 
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As to tir'd fwains foft lumbers on the graft; *' 

As frefheft fprings that dirough green meadows p&ft. 
To one that 's parch'd with thirft and fummet's heat. 
In thee thy mafter docs his equal meet : 
Whether your voice you try, or tune your reed, 
Bleft Twain, 'tis you alone can him fucceed ! 
Yet, as I can, I in return will fmg : 
I too thy Daphnis to the ftars will bring, 
I too thy Daphnis to the flars, with you, 
Will raife, for Daphnis lov'd Manalcas to6, 

M o P 8 u S.' 
Is there a thing that I could more deiire > 
For neither can there be a fubjeft higher. 
Nor, if the praife of Stimichon be true, 
Can it be better fung than 'tis by you ? 

M EN A L C AS. 

Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious fliow. 
Through heaven's bright pavement does triump 

go, 
And fees the moving clouds, and the fix'd flars below: 
Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the plains. 
Fan and the Dryads, and the chearful fwains : 
The wolf no ambufli for the flock does lay. 
No cheating nets the harmlefs deer betray, 
Daphnis a general peace commands, and Nature does | 

obey. 

Hark ! the glad mountains raife to heaven their voice ! 
Hark ! the hard rocks in myftic tunes rejoice ! " 
Hark ! through the thickets wondrous fongs relbnnd, 
A God ! A God ! Menalcas, he is crown'd I 

K a »bc 
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O be propitious ! O be good to thilic f 
See ! here four hallow'd altars we defign^ 
To Daphnis two, to Phoebus two we raife. 
To pay the yearly tribute of our praife : 
Sacred to thee, they each returning year 
Two bowls of milk and two of* oil Ihall bear'r 
Feafts I *11 ordain, and to thy deathlefs praife 
Thy votaries' exalted thoughts to raife. 
Rich Chian wines ihall in full goblets flow^ 
And give a tafte of Ne6hur here below. 
Damaetas iliall with Li6tian ^gon join. 
To celebrate with fongs the rites divine. 
Alphifibaeus with a reeling gait 
Shall the wild Satyrs' dancing imitate. 
When to the nymphs we vows and offerings pay, 
When we with folemn rites our fields furvey^ 
Thefe honours ever fliall be thine : the boar 
Shall in the fields and hills delight no more ; 
No more in dreams the filh, in flowers the bee, 
Ere, Daphnis, we forget our fongs to thee : 
Offerings to thee the ihepherds every year 
Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear : 
To thee, as to thofe Gods, Ihall vows be made^^ 
And vengeance wait on thofe by whom they are not 

M o P s u s. 
What prefcnt worth thy verfe can Mopfus find ? 
l*Jot the foft whifpcrs of the Southern wind 
So much delight my ear, or chann my mind ; 
Kot founding fhores beat by the murmuring tide, 
Nor hvcrs that through flony vallies glide. 

MCNAX 
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Jd EN AL C AS. 

Firft you this pipe fhall take j and 'tis the fame 
That play'd poor Corydon's * unhappy flame : 
The fame that taught me Melibaeus' t iheep. 

M o P s u s. 
You then Ihall for my fake this Iheephook keep, 
Adorn'd with bnifs, which I have oft deny'd 
To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride r 
And who could think he then in vain could fue ? 
Yet him I would deny, and freely give it you. 

TO M R. W A L L-.E R, 

UPON THE 

Copy of Verfes made by himfelf on the laft 
Copy ia his Book J. 

TTyTHEN (hame, for all my fooli{h youth had writ, "j 
^~ Advis'd 'twas time the rhyming trade to cjuit, v 
Time to grow wife, and be no more a wit-— J 

The noble fire, that animates thy age. 
Once more inflam'd me witli poetic rage. 
Kings, heroes, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the young, 
Have been the theme of thy immortal fong : 
A nobler argument at laft thy Mufe, 
Two things Divine, Thee and Herfclf,. does chuie. 

* Virg. Eel. ii. f Eel. ii^. 

J Sec Waller's Poems. 
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Age, whofe dull weight makes vulgar fpirits bend. 
Gives ^ngs to thine, and bids it upward tend : 
No more confin'd, above the ftarry Ikics, 
Out from the body's broken cage it flics. 
But, oh ! vouchfafe^ not wholly to retire, 
To join with and compleat th' etlieriai choir ! 
Still here remain ; dill on the threshold ftand ; 
Still at this diftance view the promised I^nd ; ^ 
Though thou may'ft feem, fo )ieavenly is thy fenfe^ 
Not going thither, but new come from thence. 



A SONG. 

I. 

AFTER the ficrceft pangs of hot dcfire. 
Between Panthea's riiing breafts 
His bending breail Philander refts ; 
Though vanquifhM, yet unknowing to retire : 
Clofe hugs the charmer, and afham'd to yield. 
Though he has loft the day, yet keeps the field, 

II. 

When, with a figh, the fair Panthea faid". 
What pity 'tis, ye gods, that all 
The nobleft warriors fooneft fall ! 

Then with a kifs fhc gently rear'd his head ; 

Arm*d him again to fight, for nobly flie 

MoK lov*d the combat than the vidory. 



III. But, 
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in. 

But, more cnrag'd for being beat before, 
With all his ftrength he does prepare 
More fiercely to renew the war ; 

"Nor ceas'd he till the noble prize he bore : 

£v'n her fuch wondrous courage did furprize ; 

'She hugs thQ dart that wounded hex, and dies. 
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THROUGH mournful ihades, and folitary groves^, 
Fann'd with the fighs of unfuccefsful loves, 
Wild with delpair, young Thyrfis ftrays, 
TThinks over all Amyra's heavenly charms,. 
Thinks he now fees her in another's arms ; 

Then at fome willow's root himfelf he lays,. 
The lovelieft, mod uiAappy fwain j 
And thus to the wild woods he does complain :: 

II. 

How art thou changed, O Thyrfis, (ince the time 
When thou could'fl love and hope without a crime^i 

When Nature's pride and Earth's delight. 
As through her (hady evening grove fhe paft,. 
And a new day did all around her caft, 

Could fee, nor be oflfended at the fight. 
The melting, fighing, wiftiing fwain, 
That now mufl never hope to >viih again ! 

JL i, HL liches 
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III. 
Riches and titles ! why fliould they prevail. 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail ? 

Lovely Amyra, Ihouldll thou prize 
The empty noife that a fine title makes j 
Or the vile trafh that with the vulgar takes. 

Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and dies ? 
Unkind ! but pity the poor {\vain 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o*er the flain» 



A SONG. 

I. 

Q £ E what a conqueft love has made ! 
•^ Beneath the myrtle's amorous ihade 
The charming fair Corinna lies 

All melting in deiire, 
Quenching in tears thofe flowing eyes 

That fet the world on fire ! 
II. 
What cannot tears and beauty do ? 
The youth by chance ftood by, and knew 
For whom thofe cryftal ftreams did flow j 

And though he ne'er before 
To her eyes brighteft rays did bow. 

Weeps too, and does adore. 
III. 
So when the heavens fercnc and plear. 
Gilded with gaudy light appear, 

Each 
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Each craggy rock, and every ftone, 

Their native rigour keep ; 
But when in rain the clouds fall down. 

The hardeft marble weeps. 



TO MR. HENRY DICKIN^SON, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OP 

*' Simon's Critical Hiftory of the Old Teftament.** 

"ITTH AT fenfelcfs loads have over-charg*d the preft, 

^^ Of French impertinence, inEnglifli drcfs ! 
How many dull tranflators every day 
Bring new fupplies of novel, farce, or play ! 
Like damn'd French peniioners, with foreign aid 
Their native land with nonfenfe to invade, 
Till we *re o*er-run more with the wit of France, 
Her naufeous wit, than with her Proteilants. 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligeth more 
Than all their trafli hath plagu'd the town before : 
With various learning, knowledge, ftrength of thought. 
Order and art, and fblid judgement fraught ; 
No Icfs a piece than this could make amends 
For all the trumpery France amongft us fends. 
Nor let ill-grounded fuperftitious fear 
Fright any but the fools from reading here. 
The facred oracles may well endure 
Th* €xa6lcft fearch, of their own truth fccure ; 

Though 
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Though at this pi«ce fome noify zealots bawl^ 
And to their aid a numerous fa£bon call 
With ftretch'd-out arms, as if the ark could fall 
Yet wifer heads will think fo firm it ftandt. 
That, were it ihook, 'twould need no mortal, hands. 



,} 



TO MR. DRYDEN, 
On his **Troilus and Cressida," ^(>J9* 

AN D will our Mailer Poet then admit 
A young beginner in the trade of wiCy! 
To bring a plain and ruflic Mufe, to wait 
^n his in all her glorious pomp and fljite } 
Can an unknown, unheard-of, private namfti 
Add any lullre to £> bright a fame i 
No ! fooner planets to the fun may givA 
That light which they themfelves from him dtfive*. 
Nor could my fickly fancy entertain 
A thought fo fooliih, or a pride fo vain. 
But, as when kings through crowds in ;triumphi go» 
The meaneft wretch that gazes at the ikow. 
Though to that pomp his voice can add no moie^ 
Than when we drops into the ocean pour. 
Has leave his tongue in praifes to employ 
<Th* accepted language of officious joy) : 
So I in loud applaufes may reveal 
To you, great King of Vexfe, my loyal zeal, 

JM»y 
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May tell with what majdHc grace and mien 
Your Mafe difplays herfelf in ev«ry fccnc ; 
In what rich rdbe8 ihe has fair Croffid dreft, 
And with what gentle fines inflam'd her breaf^. 
How when thofe fading eyes her aid implor'd. 
She all their fparkling lufh-e has reftor'd, 
Added more charms, frefh beauties on them flied, 
And to new youth recall'd the lovely maid. 
How nobly (he the royal brothers draws ; 
How great their quarrel, and how great their canfe f 
How juftly rais'd ! and by what juft degrees. 
In a fwect calm does the rough temped ceafe ! 
Envy not now " the God -Tike Roman's rage;* 
Hcftor and Troilus, darlings of our age. 
Shall hand in hand with Brutus tread the ftage. 

Shakelpcare, *tis true, this tale of Troy firft told,] 
But, as with Ennius Virgil did of old, 
You found it dirt, but you have made it gold. 
A dark and undigefted heap it lay. 
Like Chaos ere the dawn of infant day. 
But you did firft the chearful light difplay. 
Confus'd it was as Epicurus' world 
Of Atoms, by blind Chance together hurPd, 
But you have made fuch order through it Ihioe 
As loudly (peaks the workmanihip divine. 

Boaft then, O Troy ! and triumph in thy flames, 
That make thee fung by three fuch mighty names. 
Had Ilium ftood, Homer had ne'er been read, 
Kor the fweet Mantuan fwan his wings difplay'cl, 

• Nor 
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Nor dioa, die tfaiid, fao^ equal in itaamnp 
Thy matchkis (kill in this great fubjcd fliowiu 
Not Priam's ielf , nor all the Tiojan ilate. 
Was worth the faricg at fo dear a rate. 
But they now flourifh, by you mi^ity three. 
In verfe more lafting than their walls could be : 
Which never, never (hall like diem decay. 
Being built by hands divine as well as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being Tung by you. 
Old Troy (hall grow le& famous dian the New. 

PARIS TO HELEN. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Paris, having failed to Sparta for the obtaining of Helen, 
whom Venus had promifcd him as the reward of his 
adjudging the Prize of Beaut}' to her, was nobly there 
entertained by Menelaus, Helen's hulband ; but he, 
being called away to Crete, to take pofleflion of what 
was left him by his grand-father Atreus, commends 
his gueft to the care of his wife. In his abfence Paris 
courts her, and wTites to her the following epifUe. 

AL L health, fair nymph, thy Paris (ends to thee. 
Though you, and only you, can give it me. 
Sliall I then fpeak ? or is it needlefs grown 
To tell a paflion that itfelf has (hown ? 

I Does 
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Docs not my love itfelf too open lay. 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh ! may it ftill in fecret lie. 
Till Time with our kind wifhcs Ihall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come fincere. 
Nor iofe their price by the allay of fear ! 
In vain I ftrive ; who can that fire conceal. 
Which does itfelf by its own light reveal ? 
But, if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my a£iions have declared fo long, 
I love ; you 've there the word that docs impart 
The trueft meffage from my bleeding heart : 
Forgive me. Madam, that I thus confefs 
To you, my fair pliyfician, my difeafc. 
And with fuch looks this fuppliant paper grace 
As beft become the beauties of that face. 
May that fmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear. 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleafure 'tis to think thefe lines fhall find 
An entertainment at your hands fo kind. 
For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah ! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promis'd you to me in vain : 
For know, left you through ignorance offend 
The gods, 'tis heaven that me docs hither fend. 
None of the meaneft of the powers divine. 
That firft infpir'd, ftill favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I feck, I muft confci's, 
But neither is my due or merit lefs : 

Venus 
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Venus has promised (he would yon affigm. 
Fair as herfelf, to be for ever mine. 
Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee. 
Nor fear'd the dangers of the faithlefs fea« 
She, with a kind and an aufpicious gale, 
Drove the good Ihip, and ftretch*d out every fail r 
For flie, who fprung out of the teeming deep. 
Still o'er the main does her wide empire keep. 
Still may (he keep it f and as ihe with eafe 
Allays the wrath of the moft angry feas, 
So may ihe give my ftormy mind fome reft. 
And calm the raging tempeft of my breail. 
And bring home all my fighs and all my vows 
To their wifh'd harbour and defir^d repofe ! 

Hither my flames I brought, not found them here > 
1 my whole courfe by their kind light did ftccr : 
For I by no millake or florm was toft 
Againft my will upon this happy coaft. 
Kor as a merchant did I plow the main 
To venture life, like fordid fools, for gain. 
No ; may the gods preferve my preient ftore. 
And only' give me you to make it more ! 
Nor to admire the place came I fo far j 
I have towns richer than your cities are. 
'Tis you I feck, to me from Venus due } 
You were my wifli, before your charms I knew. 
Bright images of you my mind did draw^ 
Long ere my eyes the lovely obje£k faw. 
Nor wonder that, with the fwift-winged dart, 
At fuch a dillance .you could wound my heart : 
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So Fate ordain *d ; and left you fight widi FaJC, 
Hear and believe the truth I Ihall relate. 

Now in my inothcr*s womb fhut up I lay. 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day. 
When fhe in a myftcrious dream was told. 
Her teeming womb a burning torch did hold i 
Ffightcd Ihe rifes, and her yifion (he 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets he j 
They fing that I all Troy ihould fet on fire : 
But fure Fate meant the flames of my defire. 
For fear of this, among the fwains expos 'd, 
My native greatnefs every thing difclos'd. 
Beauty, and llrength, and courage, join'd in one^ 
Through all difguife, fpoke me a monarch's fon. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeft grove, 
With oaks and fir-trees (haded all above, 
The grafs here grows untouched by bleating flocks, 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious- ox. 
From hence Troy's towers, magnificencey and pride^ 
Leaning againft an aged oak, I fpy'd. 
When ftraight mcthought I heard the trembling ground* 
With the .ftrange noife of trampling feet refound. 
In the fame inftant Jove's great meireng«r. 
On all his wings borne through the yielding air. 
Lighting before my wondering eyes did (land. 
His gDlden rod ihone in his facred hand : 
With him three charming goddeifes there came, 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian dame. 
With an unufual fear I 'ftood amaz'd, 
Tiil thus the god my finking courage raiv'd ; 

" F«ar 
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** Fear not ; thou art Jove*s fubfiitute below, 

" The prize of heavenly beauty to bcftow j 

•* Contending goddeffes appeal to you, 

** Decide their ftrife," He fpake, and up he flew. 

Then, bolder grown, I throw my fears away. 

And every one with curious eyes furvey : 

Each of them merited the yiftory. 

And I their doubtful judge was griev'd to fee, 

That one muft have it, when deferv'd by du^ee. 

But yet that one there was which moft prevail'd. 

And with more powerful charms my heart afTail'd : 

Ah ! would you know who thus my breaft could move ? 

Who could it be but the fair Queen af Love ? 

With mighty bribes they all for conqueft ftrive, 

Juno will empires, Pallas valour give, 

Whilft I ftand doubting which I Ihould prefer. 

Empire's foft eafe, or glorious toils of War ; 

But Venus gently fmil'd, and thus flie fpakc ; 

** They 're dangerous gifts : O do not, do not take ? 

** I '11 make thee Love's immortal pleafurcs know, 

** And joys that in full tides for ever flow. 

*' For, if you judge the conqueft to be mine, 

*' Fair Leda's fairer daughter Ihall be thine.'*. 

She fpake ; and I gave her the conqueft due. 

Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry ftars more gentle grown) 
I am acknowledged royal Priam's fon. 
All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate. 
With a new feftival, my change of fate. 

And 
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And as I now languifh and die for thee, 

So did the beauties of all Troy for me. 

You o'er a heart with fovercign power do reign 5 

For which a thoufand virgins figh'd in vain : 

Nor did queens only fly to my embrace. 

But nymphs of form divine, and heavenly race. 

I all their loves with cold difdain repreft. 

Since hopes of you firft fir*d my longing breaii. 

Your charming form all day my fancy drew. 

And when night came, my dreams were all of you. 

What pleafures then muft you yourfelf impart, 

Whofe Ihadows only fo furpriz'd my heart ! 

And c^ ! how did I burn approaching nigher. 

Thai was fo fcorch'd by fo remote a fire ! 

For now no longer could my hopes refrain 
From feeking their wifh'd objedl through the main. 
I fell the ftately pine, and every tree 
That bell was fit to cut the yielding fea, 
Fetch'd from Gargarian hills, tall firs I cleave, 
And Ida naked to the winds I leave, 
StiflF oaks I bend, and folid planks I form^ 
'And every ihip with well-knit ribs I arm. 
To the tall mad I fails and ftreamers join. 
And the gay poops with painted gods do Ihinc* 
But on my fliip does only Venus ftand 
With little Cupid fmiling in her hand, 
Guide of the way {he did herfelf command. 
My fleet thus rigg*d, and all my thoughts oa thee, 
I long to plow the yaft iEgean fca j 

L - My 
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■f^y anxious parents my defires withflazul. 

And both with pious tears my fby commands 

'<^aflandra too, with loofe dilheverd hair» 

Juft as our ha% ihips to iiul prepare. 

Full of prophetic fiiry cries aloud, 

*' O whither ftecrs my brother through the flood } 

" Little, ah ! little doft thou know or heed 

*' To what a raging fire thefe waters lead !" 

True were her fears, and in my bread I feel 

The fcorching flames her fury did foretel. 

Yet out I (ail, and, favoured by the wind. 

On your bleft fhore my wilh*d-for haven find ; 

Your hufband then, fo heaven, kind heaven ordains* 

In his own houfe his rival entertains. 

Shews me whate*er in Sparta does delight 

The curious traveler*s enquiring fight : 

But I, who only long'd to gaze on you. 

Could tafle no pleafure in the idle ihew* 

But at thy fight, oh ! where was then my heart f 

Out from my breafi it gave a fudden ftart, 

Spnmg forth and met half way the fatal dart. 

Such or lefs charming was the Queen of Love^ 

When with her rival goddefles (he ftrove. 

But, ffdreft, hadft thou come among die threcy 

fiVn (he the prize muft have refign'd to thee. 

Your beauty is the only theme of fame. 

And all the world founds with fair Helenas name v 

"Nor lives there fhe whom pride itfclf can raife 

^oxlaim with you an equal ihare of praiie. 

Do 
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Do I fpeak hlCe ^ Rather Repoit does (by 
Detrafting from you in a praife too low. 
More here I find than that could ever tell. 
So much your beauty does your fame excel. 
Well then might Thefeus, he who all things kaetw. 
Think none was worthy of his theft but you ; 
I this bold theft admire ; but wonder more 
He ever would (6 dear a prize reftore : 
Ah ! would theic hands have ever let you go ? 
Or could I live, and be divorc'd from you ? 
Ko J fooner I with life itfclf could part, 
Than e'er fee you torn from my bleeding heart. 
But could I do as he, and give you back. 
Yet fure fome tafte of love I firft would take, ^ 
Would firft, in all your blooming excellence 
And virgin fweets, feaft my luxurious fcnfe j 
Or if you would not let that treafure go, 
KiiTes at leaft you ihould, you would beftow. 
And let me fmell the flower as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 
My lafting, fix'd, eternal conftancy. 
Which never till my funeral pile ihall waftt ; 
My prefent fire Ihall mingle with my laft. 
Sceptres and crowns for you I did diliiaiii, 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 
And when bright Pallas did her bribes 
One foft embrace from you I did prefer 
To courage, ftrength, and all the pomp < 
Nor ihall I ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgement 's fettled, and approves it (till. 

L * Do 
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Do you but grant my hopes may prove as true. 

As they were plac'd above all things but you. 

I am, as well as you, of heavenly race, 

Nor will my birth your mighty line difgrace. 

Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head. 

And them a race of god-like kings fucceed. 

All Afia's fceptres to my father bow. 

And half the fpacious Eaft his power allow. 

There you fhall fee the houfes roof 'd with gold. 

And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 

Troy you Ihall fee, and walls divine admire. 

Built to the concert of Apollo's lyre. 

What need I the vaft flood of people tell. 

That over its wide banks does almoft fwell ? 

You fhall gay troops of Phrygian matrons meet. 

And Trojan wives fhining in every ftreet. 

How often then will you yourfelf confefs 

The emptinefs and poverty of Greece ! 

How often will you fay, one palace there 

Contains more wealth than do whole cities here ! 

1 {peak not this, your Sparta to difgrace, 

Por whereibe*er your life began its race 

Muft be to me the happieft, deareft place. 

Yet Sparta 's poor ; and you, that (hould be dreft 

In all the riches of the fhining Eafl, 

Should underfland how ill that fordid place 

Suits with the beauty of your charming face j 

That face with cofUy drefs and rich attire 

Should fhine, and make the gazing world admire. 

When 
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When you the habit of my Trojans fee, 
What, think you, muft that of their ladies be > 
Oh ! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor difdaia 
A Trojan in your bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan, and of our great line, 
That to the gods does mix immortal wine ; 
Tithonus too, whom to her rofy bed 
The goddefs of the Morning blufliing led j 
So was Anchifes of our Trojan race, 
Yet Venus' felf to his defir'd embrace. 
With all her train of little Loves, did fly. 
And in his arms learn'd for a while to lie. 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can, 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater man. 
I 'm Aire my father never made the fun 
With frighted deeds from his dire banquet run r 
No grandfethcr of mine is ftain'd with blood, 
Or with his crime names the Myrtoan flood. 
None of our race does in the Stygian lake 
Snatch at thofc apples he wants power to take. 
But (lay ; fmce you with fuch a huiband join, 
Your father Jove is forced to grace hil line. 

He (gods !) a wretch unworthy of thofe charms 
Does all the night lie melting in your arms. 
Does eveiy minute to new joys improve. 
And riots in the lufcious fweets of love. 
1 but at table one Ihort view can gain, 
And that too, only to encreafe my pain : 
O may fuch fcafts my worft of foes attend, 
A^ often I at your fpread table find. 

L 3 I loath 
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I loath my foody when my tormented eye 

Sees his rude hand in your ibft bofi>m lie* 

I burft with envy when I him behold 

Tour tender limbs in lus loofe robe infold. 

When he your lips with melting ktfles ieal'd. 

Before my eyes I the large goblet held. 

When you with him in ftri£b embraces cloie. 

My hated meat to my dry'd palate grows. 

Oft have I iigh*d^ then figh*d again, to lee 

That figh with fcomful fmiles repaid by thee. 

Oft I with wine would quench my hot deiire 

In vain j for fo I added fire to fire. 

Oft have I turn'd away my head in vainy 

You ftralght recalled my longing eyes again. 

What (hall I do ? Your fports with grief I fee. 

But it 's a greater^ not to look on thee. 

With all my art I ftrive my flames to hide. 

But through the thin diigidfe they are defcry'd^ 

Too well, alas ! my wounds to you are known^ 

And O that they were fo to you alone ! 

How oft turn I my weeping eyes away, 

Lefl he the caufe ihould alk, and I betray f 

What tales of love tell I, when warm'd with wine. 

To your dear face applying every line ! 

In borrow'd names I my own paflion ihew : 

They the feign'd lovers are, but I the true. 

Sometimes, more freedom in difcourie to gain, 

Tor my excufe I drunkennefs would feign. 

Once I remember your loofc garment fell, 

And did your naked, fwelling breaHs reveal, 

6 Breafls 
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Breafls white as (how, or the falfc down of Jore, 
When to your mother the kind Swan made love r 
Whilfty with the (ight furpriz'dy I gazing ftand. 
The cup I held dropt from my carelefs hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kifs, 
Straight from her lips I (hatch the envy'd blift. 
Sometimes fupinely laid, love fongs I fing* 
And wafted kifles from my fingers fling» 
Your women to my aid I try to move 
With all the powerful rhetorick of love ; 
But they, alas ! fpeak nyothing but defpair, 
And in the midft leave niy negle^ed prayer. 
Oh ! that by feme great prize you might be wo»|. 
And your pofleilion might the vi£ior crown» 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won : 
Then had you feen what I for you had done » 
But now I 've nothing left to do but pray. 
And myfelf proftrate at your feet to lay.. 
O thou, thy houfe's glory, brighter far 
Than thy two ihining brothers' friendly ftar t 

worthy of the bed of Heaven's great King, 
If aught fb fair but from himielf could fpring t 
Either with thee I back ta Troy will fly^ 

Or here a wretched banifh'd lover die. 

With no flight wound my tender breail does (mart. 

My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart 5 

1 find my fifter true did prophefy, 

I with a heavenly dart (hould wounded die ;r 
Dcfpife not then a love by heaven defign'd, 
So may the gods ftill to your vows be kind V 

L4 Mud^ 
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Much I could fay ; but what, will bcft be knc . . ' 
In your apartment, when we are alone. 
You bluih, and, with a fupcrftitious dread. 
Fear to defile the lacred marriage bed : 
Ah ! Helen, can you then fo fimple be. 
To think fuch beauty can from faults be free ? 
Or change that face, or you muft needs be kind ; 
Beauty and Virtue feldom have been join'd. 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve. 
Such thefts as thcfe gavie you your father Jove* 
And if in you aught of your parents laft. 
Can Jove and Leda*s daughter well be chafte ? 
Yet then be chafte when we to Troy (hall go 
(For fhe who fins with one alone, is fo). 
But let us now enjoy that pleafing fin, 
Then marry, and be innocent again. 
Ev'n your own hulband doth the fame perfuadc. 
Silent himfclf, yet all his a£rions plead : 
For me they plead, and he, good man ! becaufc . 
He *11 f}X)il no fport, officioufly withdraws. 
Had he no other time to vifit Crete ? 
Oh ! how prodigious is a hufband's wit ! 
He went ; and, as he went, he cry'd, ** My dear, 
*' Inilead of me, you of your gueft take care !" 
But you forget your lord's command, I fee. 
Nor take you any care of Love or Me. 
And think you fuch a thing as he does know 
The treafure that he holds in holding you ? 
No ; did he underftand but half your charms. 
He durft not trufl them in a (hanger's arms. 

If 
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If neither his nor my requeft can move. 
We *re forced by opportunity to love ; 
We fliould be fools, ev'n greater fools than he, 
Should fo fccure a time unaftive be. 
Alone thefe tedious virinter nights you lia 
In a cold widow'd bed, and lb do L 
Let mutual joys our willing bodies join> 
That happy night fhall the mid-day out-fhine. 
Then will I fwear by all the powers above. 
And in their awful prcfence feal my love. 
Then, if my wilhes may afpire Co high, 
I with our flight fhall win you to comply; 
But, if nice honour little fcruples frame. 
The force I *11 ufe fiiall vindicate your fame. 
Of Thefeus and your brothers I can leai'n. 
No precedents To nearly you concern : 
You Thefeus, they Leucippus' daughter Hole 5 
I '11 be the fourtli in the illuftrious roll. 
Well mann'd, well arm'd, for you my fleet does flay. 
And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 
Through Troy's throng'd ftreets you fliall in triumph go, 
Ador'd as feme new goddefs here below. 
Where'er you tread, fpices and gums fhall fmoke. 
And viftims fall beneath the fatal ftroke* 
My father, mother, all the joyful court, 
All Troy, to you with prefents fhall refort. 
Alas ! 'tis nothing what I yet have faid; 
What there you '11 find, fhall what I write exceed. 
Nor fear, lefl war purfue our hafly flight. 
And angry Greece fhould all her force unite. 

What 
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What lavilh'd maid did ever wars regain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 

The Thracians Orithya ftole from far, 

Yet Thrace ne'er heard the noife of fbUowing war, 

Jafon too ftole away the Colchian maid. 

Yet Colchos did not Theffaly invade* 

He who ftole you, ftole Ariadne too. 

Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfue. 

Fear in thefe cafes than the danger 's more. 

And, when the threatening tempeft once is o'er. 

Our ihame 's then greater than our fear before. 

But fay from Greece a threatened war purfue. 

Know I have ftrength and wounding weapons toow 

In men and horfe more numerous than Greece 

Our empire is, nor in its compafs lefs. 

Nor does your hufband Paris aught excel 

In generous courage, or in martial (kill. 

Ev*n but a boy, from my flain foes I gaitt'd 

My ftolen herd, and a new name attained ; 

Ev'n then, overcome by me, I could produce 

De'iphobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am J, 

Than when from far my certain arrows fly» 

You for his youth can no fuch a£iions feign>. 

Nor can he e'er my envy*d Ikill attain. 

But could he, He6tor 's your fecurity. 

And he alone an army is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid prowefs find 

Of him that heaven has for your bed deiigu'd^ 

Eidiec 
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ISAthfv no war from Greece ihail follow thee^ 
Or, if it does, ihall be repeil'd by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a wife. 
That prize would give the cowanl's courage life« 
All after-ages (hall your fame admire, 
If you alone fet the whole world on fire. 
To Tea, to fea» while all the gods are kind. 
And all I promife^ you in Troy ihall find. 



THE EPISTLE 

O F 

ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 
THE ARGUMENT. 

Acontlus in the temple of Diana at Delos (famous 
for the refort of the moft beautiful virgins of all 
Greece) fell in love with Cydippe, a lady of quality 
much above his own ; not daring therefore to court 
her openly, he found this device to obtain her : he 
writes, upon the faireft apple that could be procured^ 
a couple of verfes to this tSeGt : 

" I fwear, by chafte Diana, I will be 
** In facred wedlock ever join*d to thee :^* 

and 
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and throws it at the feet of the young lady ; ihe, 
fufpe6bing not the deceit, takes it up and reads it, 
and therein promifes herfelf in marriage to Acontius ; 
there being a law there in force, that whatever any 
perfon (hould fwear in the tempie of Diana of Delos, 
ihould (land good, and be inviolably obierved : but 
her father, not knowing what had paft, and havmg 
not long after promifed her to another, jull as the 
folcmnities of marriage were to be performed, flie 
was taken with a fudden and violent fever, which 
Acontius endeavours to perfuade her was fent from 
Diana, as a punifhment of the breach of the vow 
made in her prefence. And this, with the reft of the 
arguments which on fuch occafion would occur to a 
lover, is the fubjeft of the following epilllc. 



TJ E AD boldly thisj here you (hail fwear no more, 

•*-^ For that 's enough which you have fworn before. 

Read it ; fo may that violent difeafe. 

Which thy dear body, but my foul doth feize, 

Forget its too-long praflis'd cruelty. 

And heahh to you reftore, and you to me. 

Why do you blulh ? for blufh you do, I fear. 

As when you firft did in the temple fwear : 

Truth to your plighted faith is all I claim. 

And truth can never be the caufe of fhame : 

Sliamc lives with guilt ; but you your virtue prove 

In favouring mine, for mine *s a hufband's love. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! to.youHelf thofe binding words repeat 
That once your wifhing eyes ev'n long'd to meet, 
When th* apple brought them dancing to your feet. 
There you will find the folemn vow you made, 
Which if your health or mine can aught perfwade. 
You to perform fhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increafe with my dcfire. 
And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 
For hope you gave, nor can you this deny. 
For the great Goddefs of the fane was by ; 
She was, and heard, and from herhallow'd (hrine 
A fudden kind aufpicious light did fliine : 
Her ftatue feem'd to nod its awful head, 
And give its glad confent to what you faid ; 
Now, if you pleafe, accufe my profperous cheat, 
Yet ftill confefs 'twas Love that taught me it : 
In that deceit what did I elfe defign 
But with your own confent to make you mine ? 
What you my crime, I call my innocence. 
Since loving you has been my fole offence. 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has pra6tice taught. 
The nets with which young virgins* hearts are caught. 
You my apcufer taught me to deceive. 
And Love, with you, did his afliftancc give; 
For Love ftood by, and fmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himfelf indite : 
Again, you fee, I write by his command, 
He guides my pen, and rules my willing hand. 

Again 
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Again fuch kind, fuch loving words I fend. 

As makes me fear that I again offend : 

Yet, if my love 's my crime, I muft confefs. 

Great is my guilt, but never ihail be lefs. 

Oh that I thus riiight ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach thy love ! 

A thoufand ways to that fleep moimtain lead. 

Though hard to find, and difEcult to tread. 

All thefe will I find out, and break through all. 

For which, my flames comparM, the danger's finalL 

The gods alone know what the end will be. 

Yet, if we mortals any thing forefee. 

One way or other you muft yield to me. 

If all my arts fhould fail, to arms I *11 fly. 

And fnatch by force what you my prayers deny : 

I all thofe heroes mighty a£ls applaud, 

Who flril have led me this illufhrious road. 

I too — but hold, death the reward will be j 

Death be it then ! 

For to lofe you is more than death to me. 

Were you lefs fair, I'd ule the vulgar way. 
Of tedious courtlhip^ and of dull delay. 
But thy bright form kindles more eager fires. 
And fomething wondrous as itfelf infpiresj 
Thofe eyes that all the heavenly lights out-ihine, 
(Which, oh ! may 'ft thou behold and love in mine !} 
Thofe fnowy arms, which on my neck fhould fall, 
If you the vows you made regard at all. 
That modefl fweemefs and becoming grace. 
That paints with living red your bluihing face, 

Thofe 
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Thofe feet, with which they only can compare. 

That through the filver flood bright Thetis bear : 

Do all confpire my madnefs to excite. 

With all the reft that is dcny'd to fight : 

Which could I praife, alike I then were bleft. 

And all the ftorms of my vex'd foul at reft ^ 

No wonder then if, with fuch beauty fir'd, 

I of your love the facred pledge dcfir*d. 

Rage now, "and be as angry as you will. 

Your very frowns all others* fmiles excel ; 

But give me leave that anger to appeafe. 

By my fubmiflion that my love did raife. 

Your pardon proftrate at your feet I '11 crave. 

The humble pofture of your guilty ilave. 

With falling tears your fiery rage I '11 cool. 

And lay the rifing tempeft of your foul. 

Why in my abfence are you thus fevere ? . 

Summoned at your tribunal to appear 

For ail my crimes, I 'd gladly fuffer there : 

With pride whatever yqu infli£t receive, 

And love the wounds thofe hands vouchfafe to give. 

Your fetters too but they, alas ! are vain, 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my chain 5 
Your hardeft laws wkh patience I '11 obey, 
Till you yourfelf at laft relent, and fay. 
When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 
** He that can love fo well, is worthy me !*' 
But, if all this ihould unfuccefsful prove, 
Diana claims for me yovur promised love* 

Omay 
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may my fears be falfe ! yet Ihe delights 
In juft revenge of her abufcd rites. 

1 dread to hide, what yet to fpeak 1 dread. 
Left you Ihould think that for myfelf I plead* 
Yet out it muft :— 'Tis this, 'tis furely this. 
That is the fuel to your hot difeafe : 

When waiting Hymen at your porch attends. 
Her fatal mcffenger the goddefs fends ; 
And when you would to his kind call conlent^ 
Tliis fever does your perjury prevent. 
Forbear, forbear, thus to provoke her rage> 
Which you fo eafily may yet afluage : 
Forbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey to every envious difeafe : 
Prefervc thof^ looks to be enjoy'd by me. 
Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee ^ 
Let that frefh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whofe glowing flame did all beholders bum : 
But let on him, th' unhappy caufe of all 
The ills that from Diana's anger fall, 
No greater torments light than thofe I feel', 
When you, my deareft, tendereft part, are ill. 
For, Oh ! with what dire tortures am I rack*d. 
Whom diflferent griefs fucceffivcly diflra6l ! 
Sometimes my grief from this does higher grow. 
To think that I have caus'd fo much to you. 
Then, great Diana 's witnefs, how I pray 
That all our crimes on me alone fhe'd lay ! 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors difguis'd I coixie,. 
Aud all around them up and down I roam ; 
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Till I your woman coming from you fpy, 
With looks dejefted, and a weeping eye. 
With filent fteps, like (bme fad ghoft, I Heal 
Clofe up to her, and urge her tb reveal 
More than new queftions fuffer her to tell : 
How you had flept, what diet you had us'd ? 
And oft the vain phyfician's art accused. 
He every hour (oh, were I bleft as he !) 
Does all the turns of your diftemper fee. 
Why fit not I by your bed-fide all day, 
My mournful head in your warm bofom lay. 
Till with my tears the inward fires decay ? 
Why prefs not I your melting hand in mine. 
And from your pulfe of my own health divine ? 
But, oh ! thefe wilhes all are vain ; and he 
Whom moft I fear, may now fit clofe by thee, 
Forgetful as thou art of heaven and me. 
He that lov'd hand doth prefs, and oft doth feign 
Some new excufe to feel thy beating vein. 
Then his bold hand up to your arm doth Aide, 
And in your panting breaft itfclf docs hide ; 
KilTes fometiipes he fnatches too from thee. 
For his officious care too great a fee. 
Robber, who gave thee leave to tafte that Up, 
And the ripe harveft of my kiffes reap ? , 

For they are mine, fo is that bofom too, 
Which, falfc as 'tis, ihall never harbour you ; 
Take, take away thofe thy adulterous hands, 
For know, another lord that hreail commands, ' 

M »Tis 
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^Tis true, her father promised her to thee. 
But heaven and ihe firft gave herielf to me : 
And you in jullice therefore fbould decline 
Your claim to that which is already min^. 
This is the man, Cydippc, that excites 
Diana's rage, to vindicate her rites. 
Command him then not to approach thy door ; 
This done, the danger of your death is o*er. 
For fear not, beauteous maid, but keep thy vow^ 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 
And fhe who took it, will thy health reftore. 
And be propitious as fhe was before. 

** Tis not the fteam of a ilain heifer's blood 
*' That can allay the anger of a God : 
** 'Tis truth, and juftice to your vows, appeafc 
** Their angry deities j and without thefe 
** INo ilaughtcr'd beaft their fury can divert^^ 
" For that's a facrifice without a heart." 

Some, bitter potions patiently endure. 
And kifs the wounding lance that works their cure s 
You have no n^ed thefe cruel cures to feel. 
Shun being pcrjur'd only, and be well. 
Why let you ftill your pious parents weep. 
Whom you in ignorance of your promife keep ? 
Oh ! to your mother all our ftory tell. 
And the whole progrefs of our love reveal : 
Tell her how firft, at great Diana's ihrine, 
I fix'd my eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine : 
How like the llatues there I flood amaz'd, 
Wkiift on thy face intemper^tely I gaz'd. 

Sha 
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She will herfdf, when you my tale repeat. 

Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. 

Marry, fhe 'II fay, whom heaven commends to thee. 

He, who has pleas'd Diana, pleafes me. 

But fhould ihe aik from' what defcent I came. 

My country, and my parents, and my name ^ 

Tell her, that none of .thefe deferve my (hame*. 

Had you not fworn, you fuch a one might chufc ; 

But, were he worfe, now fworn, you can't refufe. 

This in my dreams Diana bade me write. 

And when I wak'd, fent Cupid to indite. 

Obey them both, for one has wounded me. 

Which wound if you with eyes of pity fee. 

She too will foon relent that wounded thee,. 

Then to our joys with eager hafte we'll* move. 

As full of beauty you, as I of love : 

To the great temple we *11 in triumph go. 

And with our offerings at the altar bow» 

A golden image there I *11 confecrate. 

Of the falfe Apple's innocent deceit ; 

And write below the happy verfe that cajnc 

The meffenger of my fucccfsful flame. 

** Let all the world this from Acontius know,^ 

** Cydippe has been faithful to her vow." 

Moi^ i could write ! but, lince thy illneft reigns. 
And wracks thy tender limbs with fharpeft paiiis. 
My pen falls down for fear, left this might be, 
Although for me too little, yet too much for thee* 
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JUVENAL, SAT. IV. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The Poet in this fatire firft brings in Crifpinus, whom 
he had a la(h at ia his Brd fatire, and whom he pro* 
mifes here not to be forgetful of for the future. He 
expofes his monflrous prodigality and luxury, in 
giving the price of an eftate for a barbel : and from 
thence takes occafion to introduce the principal fub- 
Jeft and true defign of this fatire, which is grounded 
upon a ridiculous (lory of a turbot prefcnted to Do- 
oiitian, of fo vaft a bignefs, that all the Emperor's 
fcullcry had not a diih large enough to hold it : Upon 
which the fenate in all hafte is fummoned, to confult 
in this exigency, what is fitted to be done. The 
Poet gives us a particular of the fehators' names, 
their diftinft charafters, and fpeeches, and advice ; 
and, after much and wife confultation, an expedient 
being found out and agreed upon, he difmifles the 
fenate, and concludes the fatire. 

ONCE more Crifpinus call'd upon the ftage 
(Nor fhall once more fuffice) provokes my rage : 
A monfter, to whom every vice lays claim, 
Without one virtue to redeem his fame. 
I^eeble and fick, yet flrong in lufl alone, 
The rank adulterer preys on all the town, 
All but the widows' naufeous charms go down. 

What 
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What matter then how ftately is the arch^ 
Where his tir'd mules flow with their burden march > 
What matter then how thick and long the fhade 
Through which he is by fweating flaves convey 'd? 
How many acres near the city walls. 
Or. new-built palaces, his own he calls ^ 
Nb ill man 's happy ; lead of all is he 
Whofe ftudy 'tis to corrupt chaftity ; 
Th* inceftuous brute, who the veil'd vefhil maid 
But lately to his impious bed betray 'd, 
Who for her crime, if laws their courfe might haye^ 
Ought to defcend alive into the grave *. 

But now of flighter fauks j and yet the fame 
By others done, the cenfor's juftice claim. 
For what good men ignoble count and bafe,. 
Is virtue here, and does Crifpinus grace: 
In this he 's fafe, whatever we write of him, 
The perfon is more odious than the crime. 
And fo all fatire 's loft. The lavifti flave 
Six thoufand pieces f for a barbel gave : 
A feitefce for each pound it weigh'd, as they- 
' Gave out, that hear great thingS9 but greater lay.. 
If, by this bribe well plac'd, he would enfnare 
Some faplefs ufurer that wants an heir. 
Or if this prefent the fly courtier meant 
Should to iome punk of quality be fent^. 

* Crifpinus had feduced a veftal virgin } and, by the 
law of Numa, fliould have been buried alive; ' 
- i^ Roman Seftertii. 

M3 Thae 
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That in her eafy chair in ftate does ride. 
The glaflfcs all drawn up on every fide, 
I 'd praife his cunning ; but cxpefb not this* 
For His own gut he bought the (lately fifh. 
Now even Aptcius * frugal feems, and poor, 
Outvy'd in luxury unknown before. 

Gave youy CriipinuSy you this mighty flim ; 
You that, for want, of other rags, did come 
In your oWn country paper wnipp*d, to Rome > 
Bo Icales and fins bear price to this excefs ? 
You might have bought the fifliemcan for lefs. 
For lefs fome provinces whole acres fell i 
Nay, in Apulia f^ if you bargain well, 
A manor would coR. lefs than fuch a meal. 

What think we then of this luxurious lord J ? 
What banquets loaded that imperial board > 
When, in one difh, that, taken from the reft» 
His confhint table would have hardly mifsMy 
So many feflerces were fwallow*d down, 
To fluff one fcarlet-coated court buffoon. 
Whom Rome of all her knights now chiefeft greetff 
From crying (linking fifh about her flreets* 

Begin^ Calliope, hut not to fing : 
Plain, hbnefl truth we for our fubjed bring* 

* Famous for gluttony, even to « proferb* $€t 
Dr. King's " Art of Cookery." 

f Where land was TtaankMy chei^* 
i Domitka. « 
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Help then, ye young Pierian maids, to tell 
A downright narrative of what befell. 
Afford me willingly your facred aids, 
Me that have call'd you young, me that have ftyl'd 
you maids. 
When he, with whom the Flavian race decay'd*,1 
The groanhig world with iron fceptre fway*d, 
When a bald Nerof reign'd, and (ervile Rome obcyV 
Where Venus' ihrine does fair Ancona grace, 
A turbot taken, of prodigious (pace, 
FilPd the extended net, not lefs than thofe 
That dull Maeotis does with ice inclofe ; 
Till, conquer'd by the fun's prevailing ray. 
It opens to the Pontic Sea their way ; 
And throws them out unweildy with their growth/ 
Fat with long eafe, and a whole winter's floth : 
The wife commander of the boat and lines. 
For our high-prieft J the ftatdy prey defigns j 
For who that lordly fifli durft fell or buy, 
So many (pies and court-informers nigh ? 
No fliore bwt of this vermin fwarms does bear. 
Searchers of mud and fea-weed ! that would fwear 
The fiih had long in Caeiar's ponds been -fed, 
And from its lord undutifuUy fled ; 

♦ Domitian was the laft and worft of that family. 
+ Domitian, from his "cruelty, was called a fecond 
Neio; and, fromMsbeldneA, Galvus. 
J: A title often alTumed by the Emperors. 

M4 So« 
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So, juftly ought to be again feftor'd : 
Nay, if you credit fage Palphurius' * word. 
Or dare rely on Armillatus* * flull. 
Whatever fifli the vulgar fry excel" 
Belong to Csefar, wherefoe'er they fwim. 
By their own worth confifcated to him. 

The boatman then (hall a wife prcfent make, . 
And give the fifli before the feizers take. 

Now fjckly Autumn to dry frofts gave way, 
Cold Winter rag'd, and frelh preferv'd the prey 5 
Yet with fuch hafte the bufy fiflies flew, 
As if a hot fouth-wind corruption blew : 
And now he reach'd the lake, where what remains 
Of Alba ftill her ancient rites retains, 
Still worfhips Vefta, though an humbler way. 
Nor lets the hallow'd Trojan fire decay. 

The wondering crowd, that to flrange fights refort^ 
And choak'd a while his paflage to the court. 
At length gives way j ope flies the palace-gate. 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers f wait { 
The boatman ftraight does to Atrides prefs, 
And thus prefents his fifh, and his addrcfs : 

Accept, dread Sir, this tribute from the main^ 
To great for private kitchens to contain. 
To your glad genius facrifice this day, 
l»et common meats refpeftfully give way. 

* Both of confular degree, yot (pies and informiers. 
t The S*natc, or PaWcs Con/cri^h 

Hafift 
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Hafte to unload your ftomachs, to receive 
This turbot, that for you did only live. 
So long prefcrv'd to be imperial food, 
"Clad of the net, and to be taken proud. 

How fulfome this ! how grofs ! yet this takes well^ 
And the vain Prince with empty pride docs fwelL 
Nothing fo monftrous can be faid or feign'd. 
But with belief and joy is entertainM, 
When to his face the worthlefs wretch is prais'd^ 
Whom vile court-flattery to a god has raised. 

But oh, hard fate ! the palace flores no diik 
Afford, capacious of the mighty fifli* 
To fage debate are Aimmon'd all the peers. 
Mis trufty and much-hated counfellors, 
In whofe pale looks that ghaftiy terror fat. 
That haunts the dangerous friendlhips of the great. 

The loud Liburnian *, that the fenate call'd, 
*' Run, run ; he 's kt, he *s fet!" no fooner bawl'd,. 
But, with his robe Tnatcht up in haftc, does come 
Pegafusf, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were praefe6ls then ? The beft he was, 
And faithfulleft expounder of the laws. 
Yet in ill times thought ail things man^g'd beft, 
When Juftice exercis'd her fword the leall.. ' 

Old Crilpus J next, pleafant though old, appear^" 
His wit nor humour yielding to lis yean, 

* The Roman criers were ufually of this country. 

•f A learned lawyer, and prx*fe6t of Rome'. 

4; Who made the jell on Domitian's killing flies. 

His 
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His temper niild, good-nature joinM with.icnft, 

And manners charming as his eloquence. 

Who fitter for a ufeful friend than he. 

To the great Ruler of the earth and fea. 

If, as his thoughts were juft, his tongue were free 

If it were fafe to vent his generous mind 

To Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind j 

If cruel Power could foftening counfel bear. 

But what 's fo tender as a tyrant's ear ; 

With whom whoever, though a favourite, ipake. 

At every fentcnce fet his life at (lake, 

Though the difcourfe were of no weightier' things, 

Than fultry fummcrs, or unhealthful fprings ? 

This well he knew, and therefore never try*d. 

With his weak arms to ftem the ftronger tide. 

Nor did all Rome, grown fpiritlefs, fupply 

A man that for bold truth durft bravely die. 

So, fafe by wife complying filence, he 

Ev'n in that court did fourfcore fummers fee. 

Next him Acilius, though his age the fame, 
With eager hafte to the grand council came : 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 
That did too near his growing virtues wait, 
Urg'd by the tyrant's envy, fear, or hate. 
(But 'tis long fince old age began to be 
In noble blood no lefs than prodigy. 
Whence 'tis I 'd rather be of giants' birth *, 
A pigmy brother to thofe fens of earth.) 

* Of an obfcure and unknown family, 

1 Unhappy 
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Unhappy youth ! whom from his deflin'd end, 
No well-difTembled madnefs could defend j 
When naked in the Alban theatre, 
In Libyan bears he fixt his hunting fpear. 
Who fees not now through the Lord's thin difguift, 
That long feem*d fool, to prove at iaft more wife ? 
That dale court trick is now too open laid : 
Who now admires the part old Brutus play'd* ? 
Thofe honeft times might fwallow this pretence. 
When the King's beard was deeper than his fenfe. 

Next Rubrius came, though not of noble race. 
With equal marks' of terror in his face. 
Pale with the gnawing guilt and inward fhame 
Of an old crime that is not fit to name. 
Worfe, yet in fcandal taking more delight. 
Than the vile Pathick f that durft fatire write, 

Montanus* belly next, advancing flow 
Before the (weating fenator, did go. 

Criipinus after, but much iweeter comes. 
Scented with coftly oils and Eaftem gums, 
More than would fervc two funerals for petfumes 

Then Pompey, none more {killed in the court-game 
Of cutting throats with a foft whilper, came. 

Next Fufcus J, he who many a peaceful day 
For Dacian vulturs was referv'd a prey, 

* In counterfeiting madnefs. 

+ Nero, who charged his own crimes on Quintianas. 

{ Cornelius Fuicus, who was fkun in Dacia. 

Till 
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' Till, having ftudy'd war enough at home, 
He led abroad th' unhappy arms of Rome. 

Cunning Vejento next, and by his fide 
Bloody Catullus leaning on his guide. 
Decrepit, yet a furious lover he. 
And deeply finit with charms he could not fee, 
A monfter, that ev*n this \vorft age out- vies, 
Confpicuous, and above the common fize. 
A blind bafe flatterer,, from fome bridge, or gate*,. 
Rais'd te a mwrdering minifter of llatCi 
Deferving ftill to beg upon the road, 
And blefs each pafling waggon and its load; 
None more admir'd the fifh ^ he in its praife 
With zeal his voice, with zeal his hands did raifc ,* 
But to the left all his fine things did fay^ 
Whilft on his right the unfeen turbot lay.. 
So he the fam'd Cilician Fencer prais'd, 
And at each hit with wonder feefn'd amaz*d : 
So did the fccnes and flage machines admire. 
And boys thai flew through canvas clouds in wire. 

Nor came Vejento fliort j but, as infpir*d 
By thee, Bellona, by thy fury fir*d. 
Turns prophet. See the mighty omen, fee. 
He cries, of fome illuftrious viftory ! 
Some captive king thee his new lord fliall own ; 
Or from his Britilh chariot headlong thrown 
The proud Arviragus come tumbling down [ 
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* The common.ihnds for beggars.. 
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The mOBfler *s foreign. Mark the pointed fpears 
That from thy hand on his pierc'd back he wears I 
Who nobler could, or plainer things prefage ? 
Yet one thing fcap'd him, the prophetic rage 
Shcw'd not the turbot's country, nor its age. 

At length by Caefar the grand queftion *s put : 
My lords, your judgement ; fhall the fifli be cut? 
Far be it, far from us, Montanus cries ; 
Let's not diftionour thus the noble prize T 
A pot of fineft earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Some Ikilful quick Promttheus mud provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare with fpeed. 
But, Caefar, be it from henceforth decreed, 
That potters on the royal progrefs wait, 
T' aflift in thefe emergencies of ftate. 

This counfel pleasM ; nor could it fail to take, 
So fit, fo worthy of the man that fpake. 
The oId[|court riots he remembered well ; 
Could tales of Nero's midnight fuppers tell, 
When Falem wines the labouring lungs did fire. 
And to new dainties kindled falfe defire. 
In arts of eating, none more early train'd, 
None in my time had equal Ikill attain'd. 
He whether Circe's rock his oyfters bore, 
Or Lucrine lake, or the Rutupian ihore, 
K.new at firft tafte, nay at firft fight could tell 
A crab or lobfter's country by its fhell. 

They rife ; and ftraight all, with re(pe£^ful awe, 
At the word given, obfcquioufly withdraw, 

Whom, 
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Whom, full of eager haftc, furpmc, and ftear,. 

Our mighty prince had fummon'd to appear; 

As. if feme news he'd of the Catti .tell. 

Or that the fierce Sicambrians did rebel : 

As if exprelTes from all parts had come 

With freih alarms threatening the fate of Rome*. 

What foHy this ! But, oh ! that all the reft 
Of his dire reign had thus been fpcnt in jeft j 
And all that time fuch trifles had employed 
In which fo many nobles he deftroy'd ; 
He fafe, they unreveng*d, to the difgrace 
Of the furviving, tame, Patrician race ! 
But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew. 
Him, whom fo many lords had llain they flew^ 

DAMON AND ALEXIS. 

DAMON. 

'T'^LL me, Alexis, whence thc(e fbrrows grow ? 
-*• From \yh2rt hid fpring do thefe ialt torrents flow ^ 
Why hangs the head of my aifliftcd fwain ; 
Like bending lilies over-charg*d with rain ? 

ALEXIS, 

Ah, Damon, if what you already (ee. 
Can move thy gentle breaft to pity me ; 
How would thy fighs with mine in concert join^ 
How would thy tears fwell up the tide of mine ? 
Couldft thou but fee (but, oh, no light is theiv^ 
But blacked clouds of darknefs and dcipair !) 

Couldft 
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Couldft thou but fee the torments that wilhin 
Lie deeply lodged, and view the horrid fcene ! 
View all th? wounds, and every fetal dart 
That flicks and rankles in my bleeding heart f 
No more, ye fwains, Love's harmlcfs anger fear. 
For he has empty 'd all his quiver here. 
Nor thou, kind Damon, aik me why I grieve^ 
But rather wonder, wonder that I live. 

DAMON. 

Unhappy youth ! too well, alas ! I know 
The pangs dcfpairing lovers undergo 1 
[ ImperfeB, ] 

CiELIA AND DORINDA* 

\jn' HEN firft the youi^ Alexis faw 

^ ^ Cailia to all the plain give law> 
The haughty Caelia, in whofc face 
I^ve dwelt with Fear^ and Pride with. Gxace 5 
When every fwain he faw fubmit 
To her commanding eyes and wit, x 
How could th* ambitious youth aijpire 
To perifli by a nobler fire ? 
With all the power of verfe he ftrovc 
The lovely fhepherdcfs to move : 
Verfe, in which the Gods delight. 
That makes nymphs love, and heroes fight | 
Verfe, that once rulM all the plain, 
Verfe, the wilhcs of » ^ain. 

How 
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How oft has Thyrfis' pipe prcvail'd, 
Where Egon's flocks and herds have fail'd ? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 
Ever to Damon's wealth inclined ; 
Whilft Lycidas 's gentle breaft. 
With Love, and with a Mufe pofleft, 
Breath'd forth in verfe his foft defire^ 
Kindling in thee .his gentle Are ? 
[ Imptrf^B, ] 

CiELIA'S SOLILO QJJ Y. 

MI S TRE S S of all my fenfcs can invite. 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light } 
Queen of a thoufand (laves that fawn and bow. 
And, with lubmiiFive fear, my power allow, 
Shoul I exchange this noble ftate of life 
To gain the vile detefted name of Wife ; 
Should I my native liberty betray, 
Call him my lord, who at my footftool lay ? 
No : thanks, kind heaven, that haft my foul employ*d. 
With my great fex's ufeful virtue, Pride. 
That generous pride, that noble juft difdain. 
That fcoms the (lave that would prcfume to reign* . 
Let the raw amorous fcribbler of the times 
Call me his Caelia in in(ipid rhymes j 
I hate and fcorn you all, proud that I am 
T» revenge my fi;x*s injuries on man. 
ComparM to all the plagues in marriage dwell. 
It were preferment to lead ape% in hell. 

TO 



[ '77 ] 

ro SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 
Upon the late Vote of the Houfe of Common*. 



) 



TT AVE wc for this ferv'd full nine hard campaigns ? 
•*• -*• U d^s the recompcnce for a>5 oiir pains ? 
Have wc to the renioteft parts been fent, 
Bravely expos*d our lives, and fortunes fpent, 
To be undone at laft by Parliament ? 
Mud colonels and corporals now be equal made. 
And flaming fvvord tum'd pruning knife and fpade ? 
T— b, S— , F— , and thoufands more, 
Muft now return to what they were before. 
No more in glitterihg coaches Ihall they ride, 
No more the feathers (hew the coxcombs* pride. 
For thee, poor — — ! my Mufe does kindly weep, 
To fee diibanded colonels grown fo cheap. 
So younger brothers with fat jointiires fed, 
'Go defpicable, once their widows dead. 
No fliip, by tempeft from her anchor torn. 
Is half fo loft a thing, and fo forlorn. 
On every ftall, in every broker's fhop, 
Hang up the plumes of the difmantled fop j 
Trophies like thefe wc read not of in ftory,. 
Bj^Other ways the Romans got their glory. 
But in this, as in all things^ there 's a doom, 
Som& die i* th* held, and others liarve at home. 
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To a Romas Catholick upon Mas ri age. 

CENSURE and penancesy excommunication, 
Atc bug-bear wo^s to fright s bigot nation i 
But 'tis the Church's more fuUfamtial cuHe, 
To damn us all for better and for worle. 
Falfely your Churdf (even faaiaments doesfinune. 
Penance and Matrimony vc the fiune. 

A FRAGMENT. 
— ^» AND yet he fears to ufe them, and be fnt.; 
Yet fome have yentur'd, and why (hould not all ? 
Let villains, perjur*d, envious, and malicious. 
The wretehcd mifer and the midnight murderer; 
Betrayers of their country, or their friend, 
(And every guilty bread) fear endiefs torment. 
Blue lakes of brimftone, unextinguiih'd fires. 
Scorpions and whips, and all that guih deferves ; 
Let thefe, and only thefe, thus plague themfeh'es. 
For though they fear what neither ihall nor can be, 
'Tis punifhment enough it makes them live. 
Live, to endure the dreadful apprchenfion 
Of Death, to them fo dreadful ; but why dreadful. 

At lead to virtuous minds ? To be at reft. 

To deep, and never hear of trouble more. 

Say, is this dreadful ? Heart, wouldft thou be at quiet ? 

Doft thou thus beat for reft, and long for eafe. 

And not command thy friendly hand to help thee ? 

What hand can be fo eafy as thy own. 

To apply the medicine that cures all diieaics ! 

A N 
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AN EPISTLE^ 

T O 

MR. O T W A y. 

DEAR Tom, how melancholy! am grown 
Since thou haft left this learned dirty town f 
To thtfc by this dull letter be it known. 
Whilft all my comfort, under all this care, 
. Are duns, and puns, and logic, and fmali beer. 
Thou fecft I'm dull as ShadwelPs men of wit. 
Or the top fcene that Settle ever writ : 
The fprightly Court that wander up and down 
From gudgeons to a race, from town to town. 
All, all are fled ; but them I well can fpare. 
For I'm fo dull I hafe no bufinefs there. 
I have forgot whatever there I knew^ 
Why men one flocking tye with ribbon blue : 
Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing. 
That at their breafts hang dangling by a firing ; 
(Yet flay, I think tliat I to mind rccal. 
For once j a fquirt \vas rais'd by Windforwall), 
I know no officer of court j nay more„ 
Ko dog of court, their favourite before. 

* In anfwer to one in Otway*^ Pbcms, page 59. 
f Mr, Duke was then at Cambridge. 
DUKE^ 

N Zr should 
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Should Veny fawn, I fhould not underfiand her, 

Nor who committed inceft for Legander. 

Unpolifti'd thus, an arrant fcholar grown. 

What (Kould I do but fit and coo alone, 

And thee, my abfent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus 'tis fometimes, and forrow plays its part. 

Till other thoughts of thee revive my heart. 

For, whilft vvidi wit, with women, and with wine^ 

*rhy glad heart beats, and noble face does fhine, ~ 

Thy joys we at this diftance feel and know; 

Thou kindly wifhcft it with us were fo. 

Then thee we name j this heard, cries James, For him. 

Leap up, thou fparkling wine, and kifs the brim : 

Crofles attend the man who dares to flinch. 

Great as that man deferves who drinks n6t Finch. 

But thefc are empty joys, without you two. 

We drink your names, alas ! but where are you ? 

My dear, \^hom I more chcrifh in my breaft 

Than by thy own foft Mufe can be expreft ; 

True to thy word, afford one vifit more, 

Elfe I fhall grow, from him thou lov'dft before, 

A greafy blockhead fellow in a gown, 

(Such as is. Sir, a coufin of your own j) 

With my own hair, a band, and ten long nails^ 

And wit that at a quibble never foils. 
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AD THOMAM OTWAY. 

Ti^ US ARUM noftrtmque decus, chariffime Thoma, 
^^'^ . O animae melior pars, Otoaee, mcae 5 
Accipe quae facri trifles ad iittora Cami 

Avulfi veftro flevimus a gremio. 
Quot mihi tunc gemitus ex imo pe£^orQ du£tiy 

Perque meas lacrymae quot cccidere genas^ 
£t £dices teftes, & piurima teflis arundo, 

£t Camus pigro triftior amce fluens. 
Audiit ipfe etenim Deus, & miferata dolores 

Lubrica paulifper conflitit unda meos. 
Tunc ego ; voa nymphx viridi circumlita mufco 

Atria quae colitis, tuque, ver^nde Deus, 
Audite O qualem abfentem ploramus amicum, 

Audite ut lacrymis auflior amnis eat. 
Pe6loris is candore nives, condantibus ardll 

Stellam aniihis, certi fata vel ipfa fide ; 
Ille & Amore columbas, iile & Maite leones 

Vincit, Pierias ingenioque Deas, 
Sive vocat jocus, & charites, & libera vini 

Gaudia, cumque fui matre fbnandus Amor. 
Ille poteft etiam numeros aequare canendo 

Sive tuos, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos, 
Sive admirantis moderatur fraena theatri, 

Itque cothumato Mufa fuperba pede, 
pulmina vel SophocHs Lycophrontaeafve tenebraf^] 

Carminis aut faflus, ^fcbyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis & majeftaic decorA, - 

Tarn bene natuiam pingeic deda najHM, 

6 Hzec 
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Hacc ego, cum fpc£tans labentia flumina, yerfus 
Vencre in mentcm, magne pocta tui, 

" Who for Preferments,** &c. £fcep. 59, Lao.] - 
** Premia quis mentis ingrati expe£tct ab AuU, 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat fimul Auiicus efcatn 
Gobio } quis pifcis fapientior ilia vadofa 
Fulminis angufti coieret loca, pifciculorum 
Efurientero inter, trepidantemque inter acenrum. 
Qui dum quifque micat, medicatam ut glutiat offain> . 
Trudunt, impellunt, truduntur, & impelluntur; 
Ncc potiusy latum eremio qyik flumen aperto 
Invitat, totis pinnarum remigat alis, 
Et requiem, & mufcos virides, pulchramque vocatus 
Ad libcrtatem prone delabitur alveo ?** 

Quos tibi pro tali pcrfolvam carmine grates, 

O animi interpres, magne Poeta, mei ! 
Nos neque folicitx Natura efHnxit ad urbis 

Officia, aut fraudes, Aula dolofa, tuas : 
Nos procul i coeno, & ftrepitu, fumoque remotes. 

Cum Vencre & Mufis myrtea fcena tegat ! 
Nos paribus cantare animi s permittat Apollo 

Fkmmas meque tuas, teque, Otoxe, meas* 
Ergone roe penitus vellris haererc medullis, 

Ergone iincerus me tibi junxit Amor ? 
Tu quoque, tu noftris habitas, mea vita, meduUisy 

Tcquc mco aeternus peftorc figit Amor. 
In another Place. 
Qualia tu fcribis, vel qualia Carolus iile 

Nofter, amorPJboebi, Piendumque decus. 

I CON* 
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OEM 

BY THE 
EARL OF DORSET. 
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TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 

ON HIS 

Incompurable, Incompreheniible Poem, called 
The BRITISH PRINCESS, 

COME on y yc Critics, find one fault who dares ; 
For read it backward, like a witches prayers, 
*T will do as well j throw not away your jefis 
On folid nonfenfe that abides all teds. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, \?hen *t begins to pall, 
Neglefted lies, and 's of no ufe at all. 
But, in its full perfe£Hon of decay. 
Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haft a brain, fuch as it is indeed ; 
On wkat elfe ihould thy worm of fancy tccd ? 

Yet 
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Yet in a filbert I have often known 

Maggots furvive, when all the kernel *s gone. 

This fimile IhaU ftand in thy defence, , 

'Gainft thofe dull rogues who now and then write fenfe. 

Thy ftylc 's the fame, whatever be thy theme. 

As fome digcftions turn all meat to phlegm : 

They lye, dear Ned, who fay thy brain is barren. 

Where deep conceits, like mag|;ot8, brted in carrion. 

Thy ftumbling founder'd jade can trot as high 

As any other Pegafus can fly : 

So the dull eel mave& nimbler in the mud« 

Hian all the fwift-finn'd racers of the flood. 

As ikilful divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than thofe who cannot fxvim at all ; 
So in this way of writing, without thinking. 
Thou haft a ftrange alacrity in linking. 
Thou writ'ft below ev'n thy own natural parts^ 
And with acquired dulnefs and new arts 
Of ftudy'd nonfenfe, tak'ft kind readers hearts.. 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints 'gainft Critics to prefer,. 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant libeler; 
Thou fett'ft thy name to what thyfel^f doft write j 
Did ever libel yet fo iharply bixe ? 
• 
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TO THE SAME. ON HIS PLAYS. 

THOU damn'd Antipodes to commoii-ienfey 
Thou foil to Flecknoe, pr'ythee tell from whence 
Does all this mighty fto<:k of dulnefs fpjing ? 
Is it thy own, or haft it from Snow-hill, 
AiMed by fome ballad-making quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are fuch, 
I'd fwear they were tranflated out of Dutch. 
Fain would I know what diet thou doft keep. 
If thou doft always, or doft never flcep ? 
Sure hafty-pudding is thy chiefeft difli, 
With bullock's liver, or fome ftinking fifti : 
Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes, do feaft thy brain. 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 
With daify -roots thy dwarfifli Mufe is fed, 
A giant's body with a pigmy's head. 
Canft thou not find, among thy numerous race 
Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 
Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, ftagc? 
Think on 't a while,' and thou wilt quickly find 
Thy body made for labour, not thy mind. 
No other ufe of paper thou Ihouldft make 
Than carrying loads and reams upon thy back* 
Carry vaft burdens till thy fhoulders (brink, 
But curft be he that gives thee pen and ink : 
Such dangerous weapons fliould be kept from fools, 
As nurfcs from their children keep edgd tools : 

For 
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For thy dull fancy a rouckinder is fie 

To wipe the flabberings of thy fnott^r wit: 

And though 'tis late, if juftice could be found , 

Thy plays like blind-bom puppies (houid bedzxnvn'd 

For were it not that we reiped afford 

Unto the (on of an heroic lord. 

Thine in the ducking-ftool ihould take her feat^ 

Dreft like herfelf in a great chair of ibte-; 

Where like a Mufe of quality fhe'd die. 

And thou thyfclf {halt make her elegy, 

In die fame flrain thou Writ'il thy^ comedy^ 
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TO SIR THOMAS ST. SEILF, 

ON THE 

Printing his Play called " Tarugo*s Wiles," 
1 662. 

nn A R U G O gave us wonder and delight, 
•*- When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 
But now he *s ventured on the face of day, 
T* oblige and ferve his friends a nobler way ; 
Make all our old men wits, datefmen, the young : 
And teach ev'n Englifhmen the Englifh tongue. 

James, on whofe reign ail peaceful liars did finsle. 
Did but attempt th* uniting of out ille. 
What kings, and Nature, only could defign. 
Shall be accompli&'d by this work of thine. 

For, 
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For, who is fuch a Cockney in his heart. 
Proud of the plenty of the fbuthem wt, 
To (com that union, by which we may 
Boad 'twas his countryman that wTit this play? 

Phoebus himfelf, indulgent to my Mufe, 
Has to the country fent this kind excufe ; 
Fair Northern Lafs, it is not through neglc6t 
I court thee at a dtftance, but refpc£t ; 
J cannot a£b, my pa{Tk>n is fo great, 
But ril makeup in light what wants in heat; 
. On thee I will bellow my longeft days, 
And crown thy fons with cverlafting bays : 
My beams that reach thee (hall employ their powers 
To ripen fouls of men, not fruits or flowers. 
Let warmer climes my fading favours boaft,. 
Poets and ftars fliine brightefl in the firoft. 

EPILOGUE to MOLIERE»S TARTUFFE, 

Tranflated by Mr. Medburne, 
Spoken by Ta r t u f f e, 

"A/jf ANY have been the vain attempts of wit, 

•*'^'*' Againft the ftill-prcvailing hypocrite : 

Once, and but once, a poet got the day, 

And vanquifh'd Bufy in a puppet-play ; 

And Bufy, raillying, arm'd with zeal and rage, 

PoflefsM the pulpit, and pulPd down the ftagc. 

To laugh atEnglilh knaves is dangerous then. 

While Englilh fools will think them honed men : 

But 
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But fure no zealous brother can deny vtt 

Free leave with diis our Monfieur Ananias ; 

A man may fay, without being call'd an Athetil, 

There are damn'd rogues amcmg the French and PapiSy 

That fix falvation to Ibort band and hair. 

That belch and fnuffle to prolong a prayer ; 

That ufe *' enjoy the Creature,** to exprefs 

Plain whoring, gluttony, and drunkennefs ; 

And, in a decent way, perform them too 

As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you. 

Whofe fieihly failings are but fornication, 

Wc godly phrafe it " gofpel-propagation," 

Juft as rebellion was caird reformation. 

Zeal (lands but fentry at the gate of fin, 

Whilft all that have the word pafs freely in : 

Silent, and in the dark, for fear of fpies. 

We march, and take Damnation by furprizc. 

There 's not a roaring blade in all this town 

Can go fo far tow'rds hell for half a crown 

As I for fix -pence, for I know the way ; 

For want of guides, men are too apt to ftray : 

Therefore give ear to what I ihall advife, 

Let every marry*d man that 's grave and wife 

Take a Tartuffe of known ability, 

To.teach and to increafe his family ; 

Who (hall fo fettle lafting reformation, 

Firft get his fon, then give him education. 
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E 'P I L O Q. U E, 

O N T H E 

Revival of Ben Jonson*s Play, called 
** Every Mam ik his Humour," 

INTREATvY (hall not ferve, nor violence, 
To make me fpeak in fuch a play's defence; 
A play, where wit and humour do agree 
To bieak all praftis'd la\ys of Comedy. ^ 
The fcene (what more abfurcl !) in E-ngland lies. 
No gods defcend, nor dancing devils rife j 
No captive prince from inikiiow# country brought, /"* 
No battle, nay, there 's fcarce a duel fought : 
J^udfoIQ^thiIlg yet more fliarply might be faid, 
But I colifider the poor auth^ff's dead : 
Let that be his txcufe— now for our own, 
Why,*— ftdth, in my opinion, we need none. 
The parts ii«re fitted well ; but fome will fay, j^ 

Pox on them, rogues, what made them choofe this play } 
I do, not doubt but yom will credit me, 7 
It was not choice, but mere neceflity : 
To all Qur writing frienos, in town, we fent. 
But noC a wit durft venture out in Lent : 
HaTe patience but till Eafter-term, and then. 
You fhall have Jigg and hobby-horfe again- 

« , O Here's 
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Here's Mr. Matthew, our domeftic wit *, 

Does promifc one o* th' ten plays he has writ : 

But fince great bribes weigh pqching with the juft. 

Know, we have merits, and fO them we tniil. 

When any faft»i or holidays, defer 

The public hbpurs of the theatre, 

Wc ride not forth, although the day be fair. 

On ambling tit, to take the fuburb air ; 

But with our authors meet, and fpend that time 

To make up quarrels between fenfe and rhyme. 

Wednefdays and Fridays confhintly we fate, • 

Till after many a long and free debate. 

For diverfe weighty reafons 't was thought fit, .> 

Unruly feme ftiould fiill t6 rhyme fubmit : 

This, the mod wholfbme law we ever made^ 

So ftriftly in his epilogue obc^y'd. 

Sure no man here will ever difre to break——, 

[Enter JoNs(^r's Ghoft.] 
Hold, and give way, fori myfelf will /petkj 
Can you encourage fo much infblence. 
And add new faults ilill to the great ofiTeoce^ 
Your anceftors fo raihly did commft, .^ 

Againft the mighty powers of art and wit ? 
When they condema'd thole noble works of mine, 
Sejanus, and ray bcft-lov*d CatiHne. 
Repent, or on your guilty heads (hall fall 
The curfc of many a rhyming paftoral. 
The three bold Beauchamps (hall revive again » 
And with the London *prentice conquer Spain. 
♦ Matthew Medboum, an eminent aftorf 
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EPILOGUE. '* ly 

All the dull follies of thoHriner a£;e, w 

Shall find applaufe on this corrupted ftagfw. 
But if you Jjil^the gii|||t arrears of praife^ ^^ 
So long fince due to my much-injur*d plays. 
From all paft crime»i firft \wll fet you free. 
And then infpire fome imc to write like me. ^ 

S O N c G. 

Written at Sea, in the firft Dutch War, 1665, 
the Night before an Engagen^^. 

'< ; I. ^ 

TO all you ladies now at land. 
We men, at fea, indite ; ^P 

But firft would have you underftand, "^ 

^ How hard it is to write ; 

The Mufes now, and Neptuno^oo, 
We muft imp lore to write to you. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

11: • 

For though the Mufes fliould prove kind. 

And fill our empty brain ; :; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouze the wind. 

To wave the azure main, . jg^ 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and wj^ "^^ 
Roll up and don our ihips at fcai 

With a fa, &c. 1^- 
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/ •*■' " ^^ 

' Then jf we write not dv each poft, 

'prhink not we are unki^ ; \ 

"^ibr yet conclude our (hips are loft, 

By Dutchmen, qp by wind : 

Our tears we '11 feifil a f|lpcdier way, 

'The tidlHhail bring them twice a-day. 

With aTa, &c. 

Vf' IV. :.*. 

The KU)g, with wonder and ftirprifc. 

Will fwear the feas grow bold j 
Becauij^ the tides will higher rife. 

Than e*er they us'd of old : 
rffc let him know, it is our tears * 

Bring floods of grief to Whitehall (lain. 
V • With a fa, &c. 

Should foggy Opdam chance iD know 

Our fad and difmal ftory ; 
The Dutch >vould fcorn fo weak a foe. 

And quit their fort at Goree : 
Tor what refiftance can they find 
From men who've left their hearts behind ! 

With a fa, &c. 

VI. 
Let wind and weather do its worft. 

Be you to us but kind ; 
I..4|n)utchmcn vapour, Spaniards curie. 

No fortx)w we fliall find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
, Or who ^miT friend, or who *s our foe, 
'^ With a fa, &c. IX. 



{ •' *■; ' .., vii. "* ■ 

f To j^fs our tedious^ours away» 
We throw a qgrr^ mattir 
Or elfe at ferioas ombre pl^ ; 
But, why fhould v#in ffti 
^.. • Each others ruin thiis pujiie > 
• ?*' We were undontflitea w^eft you. ^.- ^ ^ 
^Withafa, &g. 
V ji VIII. ;? .;;.» 

But now our fe^ tempeftuous grow,^ JB 
Asui cafl our hopes away ; 
i'^ "VV^ft you, regard! efs of oJfrwoe, 
^ IHt careleft ilta play : * 

JPeyhaps, permit fome happier m^ 
To kils your hand, or flirt yovolfan. i|^ 

Withafa, &c. "*■ ii 

V ^ IX 

Wminbiy mournful tun«P>u hear, ^^ 
That dies in every ftote ; ' !IP 

^ As if iHS||h'd with..^^£jj^ man's care, ^ 

For being fo remiite ; W 

^- Think how often love we've made 

To you, when all thofe tunes were playM. 

i-' With a fa, &c. 

-\. X. 

In juftice you cappot refufe, 

To think of our diftrefs ; . » ' 

Vtten we for jMues of honour lo|H? 

Our certain-fiippinefs ; '' 
All thoie defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves morw* worthyjof your lov^ 



With a fa, &c. ^ 
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■■ 'Ay- 

i^t D O R S E ^« P O E 111 S* , 

And now w&vt told yowall our love* ^ 

And likewifeip our feaiS} 
In hopes this declaration mores 

Some pity frbSb your tears 5 
Let *$ hear of no inconfUncy, , 

We have too much jof thit i& fca. 

With a h, U, la, la, la. . ^ ^ 

On the Counters of DORCHESTER, 
Miflrefs to Kmg J A M E S tbe Secobd, 1 68o. 4 

I. - ^^ 

* I ^ELL mc, Dorinda, why fo gay, • 

'" ^^{fe^ ^"^" embroidery, fringe, and lace ? 
Can any drefles find a ^vay,^. . '' ^^ 

To flop th* approalip of decay, H^^ 

■lAnd ihcnd a ruin'd face ? ,'J 

fWilt thou ftill fparkle in the box, ^r 

Still ogle in the ring ? 
Canft thou forget thy a^e and pox > 
Can all that fhines on fhells and rocks r 

Make thee a fine young thinc| 

ni. .^, 

So hai!t I feen in larder daik ^ 

Of veal 1 lucid loin ; ^, .^ 

Replete with many a brilliant ^/Hak, 

As wife philofophers remark, 
At once both ftink and (hine« 

ON 



I 
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ON THE SAME, 

I. 

■pROUD with the fpoils of loyal cully, 
•*• With falfe pretence to wit and parts. 
She fwaggers like a batter'd bully, 

To try the tempers of mens hearts. 

II. ^' 

Though ihc appear as glittering fine, 

As gems, and jetu, and paint, can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a breaft like mine ; 

Ttic devil and Sir David * take her. 



-KNOTTING. 

' At i^oon, in a funlhiny day, ' 
* -^ The brighter lady of the May, '. 
Young Chloris iiujoccnt -and gav^ 
Sat knotting in a fhadiC: W:* 
Each (lehder finger play'd its part. 
With fuch a6livity and art. 
As would infiAmc a youthful hearty 

,^ And warm the moft decay*^. 
Her favouiifc fwain, by chance, cam^fey* 
He faw no anger in her eye j 
Tet when the bafhful hof drew nighv 
She wSuid have fecm*d afraid. 

* Sijr David Colyear, late Eail of Portmore, 

O4 . S'l5 

* 
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She let her ivory needle fall, 
And hurPd away the twiiied ball r 
But ftraight gave Strephon fuch a call. 
As would have rais*d the dead. 

Dear gentle youth, is 't none but thfl|f 
With innocence I dare be free j 
By fo much truth and modefty 
No nymph »ivas e'er betray'd. 

Come lean thy head upon my lap ; 
While thy fmooth cheeks I ftroke and clap,. 
Thou may*ftfecurelytake a na'p; 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 

She faw him yawn, and heard him fhore. 
And found him faft afleep all o'er. 
She figh'd, and could endurt no more. 
But darting up, flie faid. 

Such virtue fhall Awarded be : 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
1 11 truft you with tiy flocks, not me, 
Purfue thy giSzing trade ; 

Go, milk thy goats, and fhear thy fliecp. 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep 5 \ 
Thou (halt no mom be luU'd allcep 
By me miftaken maid. 
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PHE ANTIQUATED COQJLTE*, 

A Satire on a Lady of Ireland % 

rjHYLLIS, if yob will notagrc(^ 

K;.To giTe me back my liberty 5 

n ijjite of you, I muft regain :*\ 

idy lofs of time, and break your chaSn^ l. ^ ** 

Tou were miftaken, if-fou thought ^ 

was (6 grpfsLy to be canght ; 
)rthat I \*a« fe blindly bred;^? 
Vs not to be in woman read. % 

'erhaps you took mc^for a foot, 
)efign'd alone your-ft^'s tool ; % 

Jay, you might think To mad a thiiig, 
That, with a little fa (hioning, •' ^ 

might ia time, for your dear i^ke, "''■'^, 

That monfter call'd a huiband make : 
'erhaps I might, had I not found, 
^ ^lingvice in you abound ; fff 
tvice to me, w^ch e'er will prove, 
1^ antidote to banifli lore. 
> ! I could better bear an old, 
^gly, difeas'd, mif-fhapen fcold, lifi 

►r one who games, or will be drunk, 
L fool, a fpendthrift, bawd, or punk, 
'han one at all who wildijr flies, 
Liid, with foft, a{king, giving eyes, 

^ Suppofed to be of the name of Cknb^zil. 

And 



20Z * DORSE *?** POEMS. 

And thoufand other wanton arts, 

So iQpanly trades in begging heartg^ 

How might fach wondrous charms perplex. 

Give chains, or deathj to all our fcx. 

Did (he not Co unwifely fet, ■ i 

For every flutterii^g fool her net ! ' \ ■ 

So poorly proud of vulgar praife. 

Her very look her ll^iights betrays { 

Sbe ncvi^ftays tiir we begin, 

But beckons us herfelf to fin. 

Ere we can afk, flie cries cojlent, 

So quick her yielding lookt are fent, 

They hop^o^^ftal, and ev'n defire prevent. 

l^ut Nature s turn'd when women woo. 

We hate in tlicm what we (hould 4o | 

Defire *s aflecp, and cjuinot wake, 

When women fuch a^ances make r 

Both tinneind ch.arms thusf^hyllis waftes. 

Since each muft furfeit ere he taftes. 

Nothing efcapcs her wandering eyes, 

No one (he thinks ta^,mean a prize ; 

Ev'n Lynch*, the la^of humankind, 

Ncareftto brutes by God dciign'd, 

May bead the fmilcs of thir coquet, 

As muolias any man of wit. 

The figns hang thinner in the Strand, 

The Dutch fcarcc more infeftthe land. 

Though li^gypt's locufts they outvie, 

In number and voracity. 

* A notorious debauchee. 
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ANTIQUATED COQUETTE. 20} . 
ores are not half Co plenty found, ,*; 

In play.f^ufe, or that hallow'd ground ''4% 
Of Temple- Walks, or Whetftonc's Park 1 
CarefTes Icfs abound in Sp»rk *. ■ -',- ^ 

Then with kind looks for all who conii^' 
At j^rwdy-houfe, the.Drawing-room : :,,*•' 
But all in vain Ihe throws her darts, "'-^r. '-' •'.?■ 

They hit, but cannot hurt our he^tt t -V "^ ,■ 

Age has encrv'd her charms f|H|hucTi 
That fearlefe all her eyes approach ; 4* \ 

Each h^ aotumndl face degrades, 
With " Reverend Mother of the Mald»^ 
But 'tis ill-natur'4 to run on. 
Forgetting what her gfearms have done 5 
To Teagueland we|pk4?eautyjjpve,. 
Teagueland her carlicft charms aid kpow : 
There firft her tyrant beauties reign'dif 
^ Where'er Ihe look'd, fhe conquell gain'd, i?^ ■ 
No heart the glances could repel. 
The Teagues in fhoals before her fell ; 
And trotting bogs was all the art. 
The found had left to fave his heart. 
She luil'd fo faft, by my falvation, 
She nckr difpeopled half the nation : - 
Though .0ie, good foul, to fave took care 
Ally all ide could from fad defpair. 
From thence Ihe hither came to prove W 

If yet her charms could kindle love : 

^ Elizabeth Spark, a noted courtezan* 

But 
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Tlien the Queen, ovi^Karing what Betty did lay» 
Would feilMr. Ropcr to take her away. ^ 

dutfetdSfe thifi have had my dear Bcfs in d^anll^ 
She's gentle, and lbj|^ws how to fofte^Jjrr chains ; 
And fb every beauty can add a new grace. 
Having learned bow to Ufpy and to^p in her pace ; 
a^5*: 



An^with hea^RMI^neffie, and It ianguifhing eye. 
To kiH us bj^ looking as if Ihe would die* .. 
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W :^ 

-% 

^ ^I^AY the ambitious ever find 
^^^ Succefs in crowds and noife^ 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys 1 
II. 
May knat'es and fools grow rich and greats 

And the world think them wife. 
While I lie dying at her feet, ^ ■ 

And aH the world defpife. 
III. 
Let conquering kings new triumphs raife. 

And melt in Court delights j < 

Her eyes can give much brighter days. 
Her arms much fofter nights. 
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A FRENCH SONG PARmiRMED. 

"^N gray-hair*i Caelia*s wither'd arms 
•■- ■'"^"As'jnighty Lewis lay, Jg^ 

She cry'cT, If I hare anyxharm^. 
My deareft, let 's away. . 

^ *i 

f For you, my Love, is aHkny fsarT 
Hark ! how the ^ms 4io rattle 1 
Alas, Sir ! ^at {Imld fou do here 
In dreadfuj.day of battle ? 
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Let little Orange ftay an/^ fight. 

For J&ger ^s his diverilion ; ^ 

The wife will think you iOrjtfic right, , w 

Not to expofe your perfljv-^ Afo 

Nor Tex your thoughts how to repair Vp 

The ruins of your glo^j 
You ought to leave Co mSSt a care 

To thofe who pen your flory, * 

Are not Boileau anAl|Dmeille.paid 

For panegyric writing ? 
They know how heroes may be made, 

Without the help of fighting 

When foes too faucily approach, 

'Tis beft to leave them fairly : 
Put fix good horfes to your coagh. 

And carry me to Marly. 

I Let 
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Let B(¥HA?rs, to fecure your .ftme. 
Go See fome toillli or buy it ; 

'V\^lft yo|^ great Sir, at N6tredarae, 
Xc Detlirfing in quiet. 4| 

s o l^r G. 
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pHYLLIS,'fthe f|Nft of Love's foes, 
•*■ Though fiercer than a dragon, 
Phyllis, that fcorn'd th*djjpwder*d beaux, 

Whsllhas fhe now to bitfg on ? 
So lon^Jfre kept her legs fo clofe, ''• 

Till they had fcarce a n^g on. 

||kapeird through want, this wretched maid 

Did {dt con^aints ^M^in ; 
Which furly ttjephon hearing, faid, 
S^ifi* It was both fhame and fin, ^ 

To pity fuch a lazy jade, 
As will neither play BSt fpin. 
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k O R I N D A^ fparkling wit and eyes. 
United, call too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
Pains not the heart, but hurts the fight. 



Love 



A SONG. loer 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 

Smooth are his looks, and foft his prce; 

Her Cupid is a black-guard bey, 
That runs his link full in your face. 

SONG. 

Q Y LVI A, methinks you are unfit 
^ For your great lord's embrace ; 
For though we all allow you wit. 
We can't a handfome face. 

Then where 's the plcafure, where 's the good,. 

Of fpending time and coll ? 
For if your wit ben't underfliood. 

Your keeper's blifs is loft. 

SONG. 

I. 

T) II Y T^ L I S, for (liame let ug improve 

-*- A thoufand different ways, 
Thofc few Ihort moments fhatch'd by love. 
From many tedious days, 

II- 
If you want courage to defpife 

The cenfure of the grave, 
Though Love's a tyrant in your eyes. 
Your heart is but a (lave. 

P III. My 
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III. 
My love is full of noble pride, 

Nor can it e*er fubmit. 
To let that fop, Difcretion, ride 

In triumph over it. 

IV. 
Falfe friends I have, as well as youy 

Who daily counfel me 
Fame and Ambition to purfue. 

And leave oflf loving thee, 
V. 
But when the lead regard I fhew 

To fools who thu« advife. 
May I be dull enough to grow 

Moil mifcrably wife ! 



SON 

I. 

CORY DON beneath a willow. 
By a murmuring current laid. 
His arm reclin'd, the lover's pillow. 
Thus addrcfs'd the charming maid. 

II. 

O ! my Sachariflfa, tell 

How could Nature take delight. 
That a heart fo hard Ihould dwell 

In a frame fo foft and white. 



III. Coul^ 
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Couid you feel but half the anguiihy 
Half the tortures that I bear^ 

How for you I daily languifli. 
You'd be kind as you are fair. 

IV. 

See the fire that in me reigns^ 
O ! behold a burning man s 

Think I feel my dying pains. 
And be cruel if you can. 

V. 

With her conqueft pleas'd, the dame 
Cry'd, with an infulting look, 

Yes, I fain would quench your flame ; 
She fpoke, and pointed to the brook. 
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